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„ DES ſeller, above the Croſs. 
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For the lang Nights of Winx. WE 


In W OD betwirt the TixxLARIAx Doc ron N 
and his nnen Ge. Ls 


The 7 3 cry'd, and fell into a cou „„ 

And the whole choir did hold their 21 and FA”. 5; 

And waxen in their mirth, did ſneeze and ſwear, * 

4A merrier hour was never - waſted: — 

N DHAKESPEARE. X 

The winter nights in merriment and . 
They paſs, to drive the tedious hours away. 


TINKLARIAN DOCTOR. „ 
N a winter's night, my gran'am r F ' 
Oo To make a web of good Scots linen 
Aer ſtool being plac'd next to the chimley; 
Poor ſhe was auld, and ſaw right mn 
My lucky-dad; an honeſt Whig, ER — el 
Was telling tales of Bothwel-brig ; FFF 
* _ He could not miſs to mind th attempt, e 
Poor he was ſitting peeling hemp. . ee 
My aunt, whom nane dare ſay has no grace, F 
Was reading on the Pilgrim's Progrels ; 2 T 
The meikle taſker; Davie Dallas as cl, E 
Was telling blads of William Wallace: 


My mither bade her ſecond ſon fay, |» ' © Hit 
'; What he'ad by heart of Davie Lindſay. . 
DODur herd, whom all folks hate that know iow," 4 1.2%; rb 


Was buſy bunting in his boſom; ©0906 14 RE Cry 
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The youngeſt of us chewing cynders, - 
And all the auld anes telling wonders. ,. ' -- 
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Hard as a ſtane or well dry'd rung, 
Should moulder like a rotten liver, 
Vet my ſoft tongue continue clever Pa 


{ay 

"Till, 8 tir'd with twa hours 3 
He fell at length to quick diſpatching ; 
Ne'er Roman flew ſo many Grecians, Ew 
As he did of his blood relations; nm 
Nor did he think it was a ſin, 8 
To be the dead of all his kin. 

The bairns and oes were all within doors, 


Foros wh 


*I tell you mine, you ne'er heard droller, 
*Tis meikle worth to be a ſcholar. 5 : 
I've ſeen yon where you never was, - 3 
And where you ne'er will be; 
But yet within that very place, 
Fou ſhall be ſeen by me 
GRANDAM. 


| Na, that dings all; but”tis a fiction, 5 


A plain and perfect contradiction; 

You'll ſee me where I ne'er will be, | 

I'never heard 2 greater lie. 
TIN. DOC T 0 R. 


_ Gran' am, look up unto the glaſs, 


And there you ſee your wrinkled face. 
4 GRAN D A M. 

I vow, I'd rather giv'n ten dollars, 

Before I had not bred you ſcholars. 

I love to hear your ſweet debating, 

With ane word Scots, the other Latin; 

There's nane of all the bairn-time ſtupid, 


Their beards may all wag in the pulpit : 


E'en Sandy, if to next year ſpar'd, 
May be a chaplain to a laird. 
But, hear me Willie; ye're the eldeſt, 

I ken you can a ſtory tell beſt; -— 
With all your clergy tell the wonder, jc 


— 
— 


IJ cannot, tho' I'm near an hunder, 


Why my teeth, younger than my tongue, 


Or why ſhoe-ſoles fo ſoon decay, 1 ren; | 


In leſs than fix months quite e | 


| — 
ret my thin hide ſhould never wear, e *: 11 55 52 71 $6 
Tho' daily worn this ninety year? e 
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| Or, tell me, if you ken the ee 2 1 ex 4-295 oi] 
Why ale, being thicker far than water, to 44 i 
Should in my throat get euſy down fal, i ! 

| But water choaks me, Were't a ſpoonful? en] 


A 


Grandam, rl anſwer all Fork wonders, * "41 © 08 
Beginning at the firſt, your grinders 4 4 7 Pihak 
Muſt not that wear which ne'er lies ſtill, , 


Ay grinding like the Canno- mill; vets 44 124] 


You're juſt a mill, your mouth's the nn 2865 5 


Your teeth the mill-Ranes, tongue the dre; 3 


Ve ken the elapper is but thin, 
And, like your tongue, ay making din's 
Yet it will wear out twenty mill-fanes, . 7! 
Tho' they are kent not to be ill ſtauees 
As to the ſecond, you'd conſider, 
That beaſts have different kinds of leather; 5 Ht 
Shoe · ſoles from dead beaſts they do . 
But ye are living, lang bet ſas; 
As to the Jaſt, *bout ale and water, 
Ale Sangs down,” aufe you like it better. 
'GRANDAM. © 1 27755 | 
| The laſt's the trueſt of the h,, „ 255 
The ſhame a word of that's a lie , 
85 TIN K. DOCTOR. 
Gran'am, I've anfwer'd all your qutions, 
Give" s a tale, ane of your beſt ane. 
 2GRANDAM. . 
I'll tell you a wats, In the days of Crawls ons 
When Charles the firſt from the throne did ole; 
I was about fourteen years and an half old, 1 * 2 
When the rogues took his head aff on a ſcaffold : $: 1] 
We were very ill-faſh'd with the Engliſh land- loupers, 
And the hail country was o' er- run with moſs weben 
I went out upon a night with my ſiſter Jean, 
I mind very well twas on Valentine's-e en; 
We'd been drawing our valentines, I dreveJatir es 
He had a baſe property; twas ſcyre wrangy' 
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21 * Red hair'd, diſh brow's, © 725 To Way 467 
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We met with my auld jo Geordie Brown, 


(Ik this be not. true, 3 ane's ſiars).: 


<Q 62 


He liv'd, when he was — in ch · Overtown, b 7 
His face was big and fair like a fu” moon 
He had on a ſuit with prince's metal button, 

His twa hands were like twa hind legs of mutton ; 


I'm ſure it was not with eating, he was nae glutton. 5 


His legs mens d all the pariſh at kirk and market, 


He ſaid to me, tis bawdy, I had beſt hark it; 


Lend me your lug. Giles, and I'll round it iD, 
Now for your life, limmer, offer to telFt again: tr: 


But we were cry'd back on, by my fiſter _ 
80 Geordie and we fell to play at blind Hary. 
Geordie gigled and leugh-ay, when I was ta en, 
And the place he gript me by, was the wame; 
But the farmers coming in to bir} their placks, 0 


We leſt the drunken carles to their own cracks, 


We went to the barnyard and play's togle about the 


ſtacks. 
When I was wearied with niding; and he with purſuing, 
We fat down at a hayſtack, and fell cloſe to the wooing; 
He ſlaver'd all my lips, and turn'd very uncivil, 
He thruſt up his hand the length of my navel; 
I gar'd all the folk hear me, and cry'd out like a devil. | 
The de'il take me, quoth I, bleſſing myſelf, if I be 


your lown, - ; 
Sae tell me, are you in mows or earneſt, Geordie 
Brown? | > 


Pw i in earneſt, quo Geordie, 'tis better nor cracking, 


Make nae noiſe, Beſſie, tis ay good to be taking; 


But out came my mither with a rock in her boſom, 

She gave him his paiks, and foundly did toſs him, 

He took to his heels and ſcour'd thro' the green, 

So PII never forget that Valentine's een. 
51 TINK. DOCTOR; 


Grab'am, I'm ay fear d you've been an auld ſinner, 


You love a bawdy tale, as I do my dinner. 

F'11 tel] you a tale ſhould not be forgotten, 
The wife I'm ſpeaking of is both dead and rotten: : 
An honeſt Cameronian near the Bow-head, _ 
She was ſae very afflicted when her huband. was dead, 
Ev'ning and morning ſhe went to the age poke. $f 


« 7 ) 

Tr 3 anes as ſhe went there to mourn, F | 

But firſt ſſie behoved to make her burn 
And hunk'ring down. apo the cauld graſ, l 

A thiſtle on the grave jagged her arſe, „ 

She thought her 4 were touch'd by old cuff, 3 | 

Thrufing: enn up thro* the tur; - 

She ran away crying, five times or fix, _ 
-Dead'or alive! * mind your auld ik 

„„ MAU SRE. TS 

Out fy,” 3 ye ſtain your e 

If you ſpeak that way I'll tell the ſeſſionn 
A ſtory that's bawdy-is not worth a plack man, 
I'll tell you 2 tale of Jamie the pachman. 

Ye cou'd not but ken gleid Jamie Cunningham, 
As he was travelling Loren a mile of Tunningham,' C1 
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He ſat down at a fauld dyke for to eaſe his back, f 
Tad burſten our mare to've carry'd his pack! 4 
As he was riſing t o gang ſome miles farther, _ "Þ 
He hitched bis . o'er his left ſhoulder : . 4 
The ſwing of the pack brought him to the ground, 5 
And choak'd him dead; the laird of the graund, 1 
On the very ſpot where his ſervants fand e . „ 18 
Put up a ſtane with this mend. 22-108 1 
- Whate'qricams of ihe; pack, Nis 1 
Spend ay the other plack, e 36 aa 344" '; 
And let ne'er your gear o ergang you, FF 
Keep ay your back e 52418 67 "0 


And your pack tigt. eg ⁰ ft g 
And then i it never will hang you. r 4 


184548 563 145 JAMIE. . 
4 Grawam, give me a pair of new breik , ö 

1 And PI tell you ſome things will gar you. rive yoor 
2 cheeks, 


11157 2-17 - GA DUNE >; 
2X -Bleſfings upon the wean, hear how he ate. 
TF — denn yell _ want it, if 1 Dr apy chem with 
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Litele JAMIE. Fink 2 & 
oa Rt” lin SED in an hamely 3 e 
Asen the king aud court his a- ſ. : 


1 


„ 
ind GRAND AM. 297 42 e 
Miftear'd fallow; the meikle devil ſoeed Fry 2) 4:5 4 
TEE Im m ſure the king wad gar hang him; or head hig. 
8 __ Little AMIE. b tlats 1 
| Indeed he did neither, but thought b a fit teol; i; 
To be carry d to court, and made the ne, 
| G R AN D AM. 
They turn all fools goes there, Jamie, that's 5 nne lie; 
Our | laird ſpends his filler there ilka bawbie ; 
He had anes a bra” fortune, its a'“ gane to wrack ; 72 fo 
For London's a place that herries the pack; 
I believe, this day he's not worth five and a plack. 
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KaAAͤre juſt like the bairns that forget their auld mither ; 

11 And like the northland folk, that come from beyond : 

| To return back a gain they ſeldom find the way: 

$5 They ſay.our jaird's ta'en up about ſtate affairs, 

1 Shame fa“ that war k. makes many en eine 63:1 

| f ; 12 Little JAMIE. *. ni 46&L 
1 Let us who flog at hame, ſtudy to 4 theivies;!» Berk 
F And we'll turn lairds, when the lairds turn dyvers: „ 
But Gran' am, tet me tell out my bra ſport. 


How the man ſpake to the king and his court; 


King of fe and den came down unh bis HY 
To viſit Scotland, when ne got 8 HH # 
I . The kings finſyne think we're not worth their ſeeing, - 
ö | King George wadna come if it wad ſave us frae dying; # 
6 For theſe Engliſh cuckolds, who would cut our throats, if 
. Gar the honeſt man turn his back on the Scots: 1 
14 I love ay that miniſter, be was an honeſt gentleman, 3 
$27 | Who ſaid ance in a preaching, the Gevil was an Eng: 7 
17 liſhman; 1 
1 And by the reaſon be gave, it's very true did =_ 
2 = ms When ſcholars raiſe the devil he has horns om his bead. 7 


But to return to my tale, the king and his dugnawaſſels, 
3 Came to ſo ſee the Scots gentry and all his vaſſals; 
mu g's on the road, 17 1970 they fauld brandy 
L 8 and ale, 

And the 88 was turn d cavty with the other er ills 
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' | | | The lords and lairds that gae up ſae faſt thither, 150 


"Twas king James the fixth, when he rang twenty years 
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He aſked the Fe. how long he'd 1; 1 : 


% 
"0 
n 


i Sirs, heard you e'er a bairn ſpeak ſae in his age, 5 8 


Who is is well kend to be the prettieſt man in 2 age. 


. 


1 


The man anſwered, five hundred years and mair, 


4 I and my predeceflors, tho? you may think it a baſe lie, 
= Tis as true as ony thing in the black book of Paiſley. 


Do you ken, ſaid the king, wha was your chief, 

He was hang'd, quo the man, on the gallows of Crieff, e 
Waes me, quo” the king, it ſeems he's been a thief. 
Indeed I'm ture he was nae that, quo' the other, 
But king David gart bang baith him and his brother. 
What was the crimes they dy'd for, ſaid king James, 
May be they were rebels, what was their names ? 


Indeed, aufwer'd the man, they were not baptiz'd, 


Bat juſt took to themſelves what names they pleas d; 
For the ſign of the croſs, us d then by popiſh fallows, 


| Look'd as if the bairns were to die on the gallows : 25 


But for the good of Scotland, they gat aft ſair banes; 


The name of the eldeſt was, Praiie· god Bair- banes: 
The ſecond brother's name, who was a laird in the | 


- Maeerſe, 


: Was, an't pleaſe your aneily! Kiſs: FREY 4 


Bare-banes came to be treaſurer, by which he wan filler, 
And for two years together, Kiſs-my-a—ſe chancellor; 


But thereafter Bare-banes was chancellor, for 5 Was a2 


cunning ſpark, | 
And Kiſs-my-a—ſe was twice juſtice 1 22 


Let falling ſome _ thereafter under the king's : 


anger, 


They kend they wad by hang'd, if they ſtay'd ony 13 


3 


Sae they travelPd in diſguiſe, that they might not be 


kend, 


And turn'd baith of them rrencher- makers to their 


life's end: 


They travell'd with tinkers and gypſies, thro? mony. 


| man's ground : 
Bare banes made his four i Kiſs ay-a--ſe" 8 were 
all round. | | 
GRANDAM. 


He'll be the tinklarian all o'er, I ſee by his viſage, 


B 


— 


The Merry WIVES of Me eat Wel- 
| come to ME G n | 


7: 8 1 0 RY hec burly burly fait, 7 To. 
It | Si. forte vidifſes. . Porz x. Mi. 


1 HAT day when Ma ſair ute got, 
Es. Wi' Hangie's beeds about her -. ot 
Three clav'ring carlings o'er their pot, 
: A” ſpewing fou, 
Whing'd when they. thought: on Maggie's trot _ 
| Down the Weſt- bow. 
The auldeſt kimmer of the chres, 7 : 
(Born whan the Engliſh took Dundee) 
. * ſhame Ag on that lown-like tree, 
Plays fic foul tricks: 
- De il nor it were wits down for me, 
To puddin' pricks, 
What's s come of a' our witches now, 
I'm ſure we ha' a gay large crew, > 
Wha' like a ſtring of wild geeſe A 
5 Laſt Hallow- e en, 
And made my ſkin baith black and blue, | 
Fell'd titty Jean. 
They ſay auld Nick commands the air; 
Whan drunken Maggie's hanging there,, 


eee * 


Not for to help her were unfair: : 
Pox tak ſuch de ils, 1 
To let e 0 dole and care, = 


Pou down her heels. 
Had a' the wives that carry creels, 
Gutſters, and we wha ſpin on-wheels, 
Art break o day made ſupple heels 
Ta'en her awa' | T 
Frae the cheeſe-laft near to St GiLEes, = 
We'd mock'd the law, 
21 But now 'tis e'en o'er late, 1 think, 75 40 
{i Beſides, I've got nine drops of drink;  _ | 
; I'm fitter for to take a wink 5 I 


O' ſleep, 1 trow; 


1 
And Beſſie, ye ha' got a blink: 
| Confeſs ye 're fou. F, 


T wes Beſſie n gae a rift, 


1 Rubbing her head, was out of tift; _ 
And ſyne her words tell down like drift, 


5 hlatter'd like hail, 
Quo' ſhe, P've fa'n upon a ſhift, 


_ Ken ye the Shetlan cockle ſhell, 
I mind I brought it hame myſell, 
Gi en by the auld ove man in hell, 
He's kind to me; 
Frae a a' the boats it bears the bell, 3 
5 1 the lea. 
At our new key II ſhipping tak, 5 
And if I bring blyth Maggie 3 
F think a nee may crack, 
And Fiſher- raw; 
Grizzie, ride ye upo* my back, 
And we'll awa'. 

Jean Jay who lives in Pittenweem, | 

I ſaw her laſt night in a dream, 

Upon a hoaſt with to us ſweem, 7 44 
Like Cu'rofs cat, 
She from a rape Shes milk and cream, _ 

Will fill a pat. 
We'll dance upon the ladder top: 
| Whan Hangie puts Ma in the rope; 

To his depgn we'll put a ſtop, __ 3 

| And e caſt; 


F E That ſhe's cauld dead the carle will hope, 


And breath'd her laſt. 
And when Dalglicſh cuts Maggie down, 
My boat ſhall bear her thro' the town, 
To the wind mill, and there will ſoon 

Start up a cart; 


== My boat will neither break nor drown, 


I ha'e fic art, 
Carlin, ca” a“ your kimmers in, 
And be upon a merry pin, ; 
At night we ſhall —_ a fou ſkin, _ 
| TAE B And merry grow, 
2 


And ſcratch'd her ail, 
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6 
| Whan I bring Maggie to her kin, $047 
Frae Baogie's tow. 
Syne baith evaniſh'd in the- air, 
And lucky ſaw their face nae mair, 
But heard their arſe gie fic a rair, 
Blaw throw che links ; 
The blaſt turn'd a' the pewther ware 
Don frae the kinks 
At night when ſouters leave their lingles, 
Anb bairns come Jaden hame with ſingles, 
And auld wives kindle up their ingles, 
To laſt till ten, 
Luckie heard 2 the doors gie gingles, 
Sae they came ben. 
Saying. Swith to the door, and meet- 
Mo Dickson in her winding ſheet ; * 
Nae wonder that ſhe has ſair feet, 
And gangs na faſt 8 
Good faith ſhe” 8 got an unco' heat, 
But now ttis paſt. 
Lnckie out o'er the threſhal goes, 
There ties her ſhoen, draws up her hoſe, + 
Puts ſpectacles upon her noſe, 
e ſhe wilt, 
Couped, becauſe ſhe'd got a doſe; 
O'er Maggie s kilt, 
O dole, ſhe cries, I hae nae pith, 
T've dung my thee bane ont of lith, 
The meikle De'il take her with _ 
| His cloven feet ; . 
For forty days, III gie my aith, | 
| I winna' eat. 
Bnt when ſhe fac the milk white ghaiſt, 
She gather'd up her heels in haſte, 
Fell in a ner to the waiſt, 


i 


| | There lay again; * 
Quoth ſhe, was ever ane ſae taiſt? 
I ſcarce dow grain. 
Maggie ſaid, and ſhe ſpake nae joke, 
EKimmer, I think my heart's half broke; 
This day P've been wy faſbious folk, 
As e er 1 faw; 


# 
— 
. 


5 613 5 
They brought me in a unco' lock, | 
_  Wae worth hides a”, F 
They ſang kink wb and gart me dance, £, 
Fean nor they were a' ſent to F rance. 


une I fell into a trance, * 
Cauld be their caſt; „ =» 
Te cannot tell vou how to ſcance „ 
On a that's paſt. - 

1 trow to be with them” s nae mows; 1 8 

I took them a' for worry cows; W .- ; 

Sair did my heart fa' in the hows, 5 | 
__ Lapaff the flak, 

I di'nna loe their powder'd pows, _ 
| Plague on the 3 

They bade me ay make clear confeſſion; e > 
And ta!d me of my great tranſgreſſion; 3 
It was an unco' kind of ſeſſion, . PEN 

| dib to auld nick: 5 
I never met. wi” be oppreilian; | 8 
Since I was quick, 

Before I were wi' them, I ſwear, | £ 1 i 

I'd rather drink dub water here; 3 53 

They've got a lang toom wooden mare 3 4 
| .- To dance upon: 3 

And what > their chaplain, will you hear, 55 VV 

Our ain Meſs John. f „ 

I loe Meſs J0 n Lord len bim heal, 55 75 

Altho' I hinna” meikle ſkill,» , 8 

1 chink he preaches unco wall ; | 
| Well may he be: . 

But frac yon 'hearers, and the i I; = + 
| The Lord kerp me. 
To clim yon Rair is nae ſma- taſk, 

As high's he kirk of Innerafk ; 

And « o'er wy face _ drew A maſk, 

| Icou'dna ſee, | - 
And then the beadle came to aſk, JJ 
„ pardon me. 5 >. - al 
_ Whan near the tap of a' the tree, 8 N. Op 

= As if they cry'd, come a' to me; Foro ig . 9 

| Danſily cheek for chew ſat we. | I 
- As we'd been u greet, 3 
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Wha then could thought we wad na' gree? 


But bide ye yet. 
Shame fa' the carle's chaſts that ſpake it, 
I'm ſure yon folk's gane a' diſtracted, 


3 He ha me hc a dev liſh racket, 


That o'er flew I; - 


I ſpake nae mair than our ſalt backit, 


— 


1 „5 Aud AT na” ery. 


He flighter'd every arm and leg, 


And made a noiſe o' war of MG, 
O! but I gat a deſperate fleg, 
Pat me half daft; ; 
I vow I'd rather gang and beg, 
Than feel hls craft. 


| At firſt I wonder'd what he mean'd, 
Nae pity ſhaw'd when I complaia'd ; 
But then he girnt like a hell- end, 


And o'er me threw: 
Wow but he be an il back friend 
35 ſhuggie-ſhew. 


But F wan at by mights of Marie, 


I thought it dang'rous for to tarrie, 5 
Tis war nor Playing at blin' Harrie. 

And time to flee; j 
E'en let them make a firie- falle, 

They'll no catch me. 
Then Beſſie mumled with her lips, N 
And crawl'd, and cry'd, and claw'd her hips, 
For nae your would I born your ſnips, 
| It was unlucky ; 

But ſen your: gotten out o's grips, 

Gie John a bucky.” 
Draw i in the ereepie and fit down, 
There's reaming ſcuds come to the town, 


Aha, and there's come Eppie Brown. ; 


Bang the bicker ; 


N ve winna bang; I fear you drown 


Amang good eker. 


| Eppie firſt ſain'd herſelf, and ſyne 


Cry'd, dare I truſt my ain twa een 


— Honeſt MEG, whare hae ye burn,” 


Amang the gleds? 
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The wires are coming here bedeen, ; - 


And bairns 424 beds. . 
Come take a drink, and tell . 


4 Ye was ill guided, 8 folk ſay; 


4 They ſet you op to greet and pray 
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4 My ſpauls plaid quake, and a' my hair, 4 „ 


| ö To make a poor ene 5 heart ſae ſad, 


9 My heart's grown glad that was fu” ſair, 


1 1 Wha wad has tald this yeſternight, 
This day we wad ſeen fic a fight, 


O! but they be a byke o' lowns, 


J wad hae bn fifty „ 8 12 3 


| A cheeld, cad Dempſter, gae a rair, 5 Ti | = 


| Out er the belles keikt Nanſe Blair, „ 


The folk i in : black 
Flockt i in vpon Je, and ga e ay 
A lang dry crack. 
Quoth Mc, when in yon curſed ipot, 
Where never ſaul can win a groat, 


Nane of them came to wet my throat. 


| Wi' piat or Sill; ; 
1 could not wake a better o' t, 

| I pray'd my fill. 
The red coats drag'd me to red gowns, _ ER. 


They re war nor a' our Scots dra 3 5 EB 
PR, aw, 


f 


I wiſh that fallow ne'er ſpeak mair, * 


Fain wad I flung him o'er the ſtair, 


To've been awa”. , q 
| 1 

; F 

But e'er I kend, I: 5 | 


S8 Stood 11 85 ent >> 
I thought, for a' the law they had, ku = 
Really the men had a' gane mad, 


As they made me ; : 
And yu A life out, which I wad | 
They cannot gie. 


Cry'd, Cheat the woodie, are ye there, 


| Ye're cen the Bet wale o' ware, 


An' ſonſie dear, 


To ſee you here. 


25 Ke wadna thought them very right „„ 


In their * 
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Mc, tell we, tes 've been at the ſchool, 


> 1 ollow'd by mony a whore and bawd, 


— f 
* 
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wen wadna gi 'en for you, poor wight, 
A bare boddle, 
I mind a tale my grannam Hake, _--- C 
We'll could the couthſome carling crack, | 
Croſſes that OP folk maiſt to wrak, 
Brings ſome ſma' 8 : 
Ye ve got a new ſuit on your back, 
| To make you fain. 
A 18 kiſt made by my half. brither, 
I'd be half-hang'd for ſic anither, 
For, if I may believe my mither, 
She ſwears to me, - 
We drink ſae faſt with ane anither, 
el beggars die. 
Now, Maggie, 1 I'll harle in the ſtool, 
Although the ſowin pat ſhould cool, 


Fegs I could latter here till Yule, 
And no think lang; 


; Ist ſair to bang? 
Quo Mes, let me my ſtory tell, 
Soon as I frae the een 
I came awa' in cockle ſhell, 
„ Which Beflie gave, 


"Tis better i in Moſſelburgh to dwell 
| Nor a cauld grave. 


And mony a murdering ſurgeon lad. 
They're perfect diels, war nor they're cad 
I'd fain been hame ; ; 
I thought wi” knives a ſheers they wad 
Rip up my wame. 
1 took a reſt at Pepper -mill, 
A het -pint and a double gill, „ 
Indeed it did not do me ill; 
But meikle good; 


Pate Purdie, wha tn right guod ſkill, 

Of me drew blood. 
When I fat up upon the graſs, | 
Before them all upon my arſe, 


se ſee wy . 1 muſt confeſs, 
1 was not fain; - 


J am not like to get reprieve, 


(4 
In hangie s greateſt rope diſtreſs 
I felt nae pain: 
Syne I came unco” bravely hame, _ 
When I got ſunkets in my wamez. _ 
T'll tell ye a', and ne'er think ſhame, 
Sae wad ye a' 


Whan folks ball hang d wha can them blame, = 


To rin awa'. 


Now kimmers, ſen I am come back, 


E'en let us birle about our plack, 

What wad I gi'en for fic a crack 

as | . Upo' the leather? 
I dinna mind a word I ſpake . 
3 5 When in the teather. 


„ 


EPILOGUE to MEG DICKSON” Ss” 
| Loup from the Ladder.. 


HE adges me 4 have, N 
And hither I am brought; T1 


But truly I am hought. „„ 
And now I'm on the ladder 8 . 


And hangie's ſtanding by; 
No mercy I am like to get, 


Now I mult ſurely die. 
Juſt now my one foot's turned out, 
My. other ſoon will follow, 


Then hangman John gave out the ſhout, 


The de'il confound the fellow. 
And now I'm waving in the wind, 
And from the world hurry'd; 
Good people take a care behind, 


For 1 now by Jove I'm worry'd. 


The WIF Es T E ARS. 


OLE, 1 dear cummers, 3 news | 
The webthp lown's loſt baith his clews ; 

My lucky loom will idle be, 

For neither waft, nor warp has he. 
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Oft has he ſole to ing us pelf, | 

But now the rogue ſteals from himſelf : 

Himſelf, quoth I, confound the villain, 

All that's his own's not worth a ſhilling : : 

What ſignifies his heart and head? 

No more than their's that's ſeven 22 dead. 

The loſs of theſe I'd ne'er bewail, 

His only talent was his tail; 

And now, alake, alake, dear Kate, 

He's laid it on a pewther plate, 
Wo to him and his bloody knife, 4. Go 
A bonny breakfaſt to a wife. a 
I muſt inter with grief and pan * < * 

The thing will never rife again; | 

For let him ſteal as faſt's he can, 

He'll never make a ſtanding man. 

Poor Dactylus. you'll ſoon be miſs'd, 
I'll make you flannels and a cheſt; 

Bury you at the martyrs tomb, 
As-formerly in my own womb. 

When Cameronians come with groans, 

And ſigh upon the martyrs bones, 

To mourn with them I will not fail, | 

Upon my Cameronian's tail: ** 

Say Jenny, Beſſy, Kate, and Ann, 1 | 

What ſhall be done to this baſe man? 

Quoth Beſly, let us.e'er we riſe, 

Pronounce a verdict of aſſize; | 

Go take him to the Weſt brae- head, | 

And ſtone the ſtoneleſs villain dead. 

Says Jenny, do not let us ſtone him, 

But all fit down and piſs upon him; 

For fince he's been ſuch rogue and he," 

To mangle thus the marriage- tool, 

_ Moſt jul to put kim to diſgrace, 

Let's make a piſs pot of his ſace. 

Te he, quoth Ann and Kate, that's bell, 
And we'll ſtrone fine, amang the reſt: 

So let us take a hearty bicker, is 

And that will make us po: the quicker. 5 


þ yo 
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1 2 FF 
The cue of a GAUGER. 


GAVUGER never can be call'd a fool, | 
Since he doth all his actions by the rule; 


And yet his judgment, muſt be ſhort abiding, 


Becauſe his rule is very often ſliding. 
By drinking ale he need not be undone, 
Who gratis ev'ry day hath acceſs to a tun 


May brandy drink, ſo long as he can band, 


Who always hath a cooler near at hand: 


He's bound by law to break the Sabbath 1 X 


And either forfeit grace, or forfeit pay. 
A Gauger is a ſtrange ſurpriſing creature, 
A greater paradox is ſcarce in nature; 


The more he gains, the leſs he hath to ſpare, 


He's always buſy, and he's always bare. 
An officer the gauger calls himſelf, 
A noble guardian of the common wealth ! I. 


Dis true that his commiſſion's very broad, 


But his artillery i is ſomewhat odd; 

His pen's his pike, an Engliſh yard his ſword, 
Charges with paper guns; and in a word, 
He neither deals in powder nor in lead, _. - 


| And yet effectually he makes us bleed; 
He exerciſes every night and day, 


And his reward is—Dutch lieutenant's pay. 
But ah, ſuch treatment is not to be born! 
Pierces the breaſt of Sir ſohn Barley- corn. 


Tis true, Sir John hath crimes cannot be hid, | 
More men hath flain than e'er prince Eugene did; 


Tho* ſome by him are ev'ry day cut down, 
He never gets remiſſion from the crown. 

Five humdrum tyrants hold a martial court, 5 
Diily to hear the general report, 


| How his ſubalterns manage their affair, 


Who keeps and breaks the articles of war; 
Whilſt the poor people are made ſordid faves, 
And fink beneath the tyranny of knayes. 


The CraracrER of a WHIPMAM. 


A Whipman is the greateſt prince of nature, . 


He hath a vaſt dominion o er the creature, 
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The ſtately ſteed which proudly ſpurns the ground, | 
Ruſhes in battle at the trumpet's ſound ; 


With noſtrils breathing war, diſdains to yield, 
Trampling on conquering captains in the field, A 
Is to the whipman humble as a ſheep, ; 
Obeys the awful language of the whip. 

No trade or ſcience can ſuch glories plead, 
Honours are heap'd upon the whipman's head. 


In this conſiſts the majeſty of kings, 


The ſubjects draw, the ſovereign guides the reins 


And when the reſtive vaſſals will not draw, 


Doth boldly laſh them with the whip of law. 


The whipman's yet more glorious and great, 


He guides the men who guide the helm of ſtate. 
A king won't truſt the peerage of a nation, 
Without the tedions oath of abjuration 

But when the whipman guides him, he's ſecure, 


And puts his royal perſon in his power. 


Spakes of a wheel are in perpetual motion, 
Fit emblems of the reeling of a nation, 
Pray, for our king all loyal fouls may riſe, 
And get the whip hand of his enemies ; 
Proſperity your good deſigns attend, 


Anddrive you all unto a happy N 


 InscrIyTION in the CarTERS Hall in Lrirn. 


R EAT God, whoſe potent arm does drive the 
20000, 7-4 
Thee Carters blefs hilt wheels of time ſhall run: 


Ot old they drove thy ſacred ark, O God, 


Guide thou their hands and ſteps in every road. 


Protect this houſe they dedicate to thee, 


Tncreaſe and ſanctify their charity. | 
Thy blcfling, Lord, be its fonndation- tone, 
And they'll aſcribe the Praiſe to thee alone, 


The Crarareed of a VINTNER, 


E ſons of Sodom, perverſe helliſh race! 
Behold the ugly features of your face, 
And ſet this picture up in every room, 
To ſee your fin, and your eternal doom. 


the 


So piety in ev'ry Turk doth ſhine ; 


. „ 


It oucnles ſome, but never 3 me, 


What was the fruit on the forbidden tree : 


| Divines have laid it out in diff rent ſhapes, 


But I maintain it was a bunch of grapes 


With which the devil fuddled the firſt madam, 


And, drunken dame, ſhe did the ſame to Adam: 
So drinking was the thing procur'd the fall, 
Runs in a blood; for drinking damns us all. 

The patriarch Noah, grew a vintner too, 


Drunk claret- wine till he began to ſpew-w, | 
| So water drown'd th' old world, and claret drown'd 


| the new. 

What makes the Alcor'n's 4 ſo prevail! 2 

An undigeſted and a clumſy tale! Bo, 
Why, it prohibits vintners and the wine, 
Tho” th” Alcor'n's groſs, and never had pretence, * 
For to beguile a man of common ſenſe. Ei 
What makes the true religion we embrace, 
Splinter'd in factions, to our deep diſgrace ? 
What tarniſhes our creed was once our glory? 
What made diſtinctions 'twixt the whig and 2 
Why, they were hatched by drinking at the inn; 
A Vintner's Antichriſt, the very man of ſin, 


From whence comes murders, oaths, and deſolation, 


And all the plagues e'er ſunk a ſinful nation ? 
What makes the rake, the gameſter and the whore ? 2 
What makes our antient families ſo poor? 
What peoples hell, and makes an heaven thin? 
Tis midnight drinking, that's the damned ſin. 
E're drinking had our conſtitution broke, * 
And men, like goats, did ſimple on the rock, 
Men did out live the eagle and the oak;  - 
No druggiſt's mortar toll'd the funeral bell ; 
No macers lungs did bawl the rolls of hell; 
Nor did the butchers mangle down the beaſt ; 
Nor yet deluded by deſigning prieſt : 

But when the vintner did hang out his ſign, 
The world 9 ſunk in vice oe? claret wine, 


1 22 ) 
The Fiatous CONSTABLE. 


Zealous brother of the canting crew, 
| A ſabbatarian, ſtricter than a Jew, 
Who thinks bypocriſy a goſpel creed, 
And ſolid piety but a legal weed. 
On his reforming ſurvey, Sabbath __ ---- 
(He'll turn that feſtival into a faſt,) 
Seiz d on a juicy joint of roaſted meat, 
And bid the graceleſs owner chew the ſpit, 
Ungracious man! I'll execute the law, 
And keep it to my own ſpiritual maw. 
The plunder'd perſon ſtaring in his face, 
Cry'd, Twenty de'ils gae down, make that the grace. 
I be ſeizure's made, O! then he gravely ſays, 
For when he robs he penitently prays, _ 
Ale drinking's a ſad fin, but none of mine; 
The ſpirit riſes better with good wige. 
There's yet another fin which nk prevails, 
8 on Sabbaths bearing milking-pails; 
Elders and deacons, tho? the churches prop, 
Had never courage yet to ſeize a ſtoup. 
I Off cer, go take the milk from yon milk maids, 
; 2 And poind their pinners, fince they have no vat 
Ze The beadle ſaid, before he made them ſtand, 3 
This holy work will ſour upon our hand. 
But he chaſlis'd a worſe tranſgreſſion * ; 
This holy man is for his office fit: 
Hy People prophane, whoſe rongues are Satan's PEI 
Tiranſmit their venom to their bairns and birds. 
A A ftarling, hatch'd in ſome malignant neſt, 
Had learn'd a ſong which ſhould not be expreſt: 
Thrice with his baton he did touch the cage, 
And roaring forth, like doctor on a ſtage, 
Cries, O thou art a mad malignant bird, 
To fing a ſong that's treaſon every word! 
Had ye been taught by me, a Bow-head ſaint, 
You'd ſung the ſolemn league and covenant ; 
| Beſly of Lanerk, or the laft good night; 2 
But you're a bird prelatic, that's not right; 
Tou have a breath that doth pollute the air, 
You turn a tory tune into a Sabbath pray'r. 


— 


— 


( 23-) EL 
You hare been bred by the malignant lown, 
Dean of Dumblain, I ſeized upon his goww mn. 
Go, take it to the guard, and awner bot, 
Until they ſwear the abjuration. oath; |: 
Compear before the conſtables and icon, Fe 
And make an ample and ſincere contethon, 
Theſe ſtarlings are an unco kind of folk ; 
This is a rebel worſe than the muir-cock. | 
O cou'd my baton reach the lav rock tao, 
They're chirping Jawy, Jamy. juſt like you. 

] hate vain birds that lead malignant hves, 
But love the chanters to the Bow-head wives. 
The captain ſmil'd to ſee the merry jeſt, _ 

A well bred bird mock'd by an ill bred beaſt. 


A Tarn af a Beav and a Banpin. 


Story reach d my ears tome days ago. 
Which happen'd:'twizt a barber and a beau. 
The fluttering fop came to get bare his chin. 147 
To kiſs the ſofter at the ſecret fin. _ T Ag 
The ſhaver was a paddling clean his ſhop. - 1 Wo 
Gave to his wife the razor and the ſoap, _ 
| Who was a buxom frow, both blyth and fair. 

she trimm d the youth and pulveriz d his hair; 
And he. through kindneſs, like a bawdy beau, 
Did feel the buckle of ber furbelow. + 
Her huſband heard a ſtruggle with his wife, 
Came with the paddle to decide the ſtrife, 148 


Repeated blows upon his beauſhip:s ſnout, | 55 


Until the blond as faſt as oaths came out. 13 
He curs · d and cry*d, and to a ſurgeon fld. 
Relating all the villain barber did. 5 | 
Surpriz d the ſurgeon fays,. **. You ſcarce can ſtand, | 
 « What, had you ne'er a weapon in your hand?“ 

| My hand, quoth he, did with his wife's fleſh meddle; | 


| But what was that, you blockhead to a paddle 3. 4 


hs» Sriy-TorMenNTOR. ” | 
fine; is a wretch, the greateſt wretch abou 


Eager for gold, yet wants the art to thrive, 
This devil of a man, with magic ſpell >” 


T orments himſe lf and antedates his bell. 


: {ms 


Still pain d with ſome i imaginary "loſs, | 


And a before he wants, will coin a cada, 
His mind and he are at perpetual ftrife, 


Zo loſes all the ſweets, and dear delights of life, 
A conſtant gloom fits on his lab ring brow, 


He ſpeaks in broken ſentences to you. | 
Five hundred pounds per annum gives this ſquire, 


Five hundred faggots to augment the fire. 


This hour he fears ſome charter has a flaw, 


Next ſeſſion will be caſten at the law. 


His infant heir will ſpend what he has gain, - 


And thus, like Ixion, to the wheel he's chain*d: 
Hlis growing girl will rob him of his pelf, 


And chuſe ſome brawny bankrupt for herſelf, _ 
Perhaps his wife with horns will plant his head, 
And baſtards tball ſucceed him when he's dead. 
Corns will be cheaper in the coming years, 

So he*ll be ruin'd quite with modeſt fiars. - 
The reverſe of good nature and gbod ſenſe, . 


Who will not truſt a groat to providence, 


Happy the eaſy man devoid of care, 


Lives on his ſtock, and ſeeks ſupply by pray 2 


By prudent methods ſeeks a faireſtate; 
Nor doth he fink to meet with adverſe fate. w 


The Pretended Town: -CRYER. 


By a e who bortbwisd the bell-r man's ek 
and bell, and rung, and repeated the verſes as under, 
through the ſtreets of Edinburgh, at t four o*clock i in 


the morning, May 10. 1720. 


LL you that in your beds do lie; 
Turn wame to wame and occupy ; 


Arid when that you have done your beſt, 


Turn back to back and take your reſt. | 
5 e morrow wy maſters all, | 


The Los? Maipexnzar. 


\ \ 7 H * ſhould [ weep, why cenſur-d by the elem; | 


For loſing of the thing I neyer ſaw £3 


5 | ( 25 ) 2 | 

Robin, with whom I'm blam'd, dare freely ar. TY 
Whate ler he gave, he nothing took away: 
How then can that be loſt which none hath found, 

And neither is above nor yet below the ground? 

They ſay my market's made; but they are e 

For I have all the ware I ever had * 

The ſpot is extant, Robin's welcome there, 5 | 

He never did me harm, ſtole neither * nor hae. | 


Wir. and Mac. 5 


INCE Wirz and Mae are married 
And we're come here to dine; 
How comes there's neither ſport nor py 
At ſuch a joyful time : 
If ever muſic lawful was, 
Tis on a wedding day. 
Come call the minſtrels and the maids, 
Let them go dance and play. 
Our daddies danc'd ere we were born, 
So did our minnies too, ” 
Twas ne'er forbidden, nor yet forborn, 
But by the Whiggiſh crew; 
2 John forbad all dancing here, 
: tis very true; 
But I have known him hear 2 tune, 
And pay the fiddler too. 
Religion, joy and mirth allows, 
And heaven is melody: 
But ſullen looks, and gloomy brows, 
0 hell and Preſbyt' ry. 


bn | % 


on the 28th May, 6. 1; 


T Cana once hana s Lord was plant 

| Amongſt blyth bridal folks to dine, 

And then, to crown that happy feaſt, 
Turn'd jars of water into wine. 

But when for joy of B—k's birth, 

Our tribunes mounted the 1 | | 

Heaven would not countenance their miret, 
= turn'd their claret * water. 9 


© 26 * 5 _— 
: The — Porz. „ 
Kirk Trea- AWTY, how goes the honeſt wade ? 
urer. Waeſucks to ſee you ſae ill clad, 
1 kend whan ye was right well fed, 2 
Look'd fat and fair; 
At which my heart was. unco glad, 3 
But now tis ſair. - 
I dow na bide to ſee you traiked, 
Wi' bachel'd ſhoon, and a—ſe half naked, 
As if the very ſtreets you raked, 
Wi ſkin ſae blae, 
The daft young lairds ſhould a' be paiked, 
Ĩ hat lets't be at. 
Nae body hears us; tell me, Meg, 45 
Wi' th ye lifted laſt your leg, 


| | For uk ane kens ye manna beg, 


Though ſtocks de low; 13 


8 Now tell the truth and dinna'” fleg, _ 


Was't wi' a beau ? 2 
Anes a your cuſtomers I kend ; TP 
For then you made a bonny ſend, 
And wrought ſae cloſe wi' your daft end, 

yy Baith day and night, 
Te ay had boddles for to ſpend, 
- And that was right. 

Meg. Sw yon came on, my trade's been dead, 
How can young laſſes get their bread! 
Ah! — the d in your greed, 

You grip at a', # 
[1 think my very n will bleed, | 
„ break my ga. 
I canna' get falt to my kail, 
Though anes I tauld a bonny tale. 
F or twenty ſhillings, as dock-mail, 

= och night I _ 

But now, fince trade began to fail, x 

Scarce win a groat. 
Fe or ſhould I walk to Abbey yards, 
To catch bra' officers and lairds, 
| Invite them in to play at cards, 

| And acink and crack, 


| < 27 + 
Behold 2 party of the guards 

85 1s at our back. 
Beadles will harle me by the gown, 

A warld's wonder through the town, 
Shop keepers wives cry there's a lown, 
HFHalloo the bawd, 
Me to correction -E houſe ſend down, 

And put me mad. 
The fowk before that had your place, 
Wad pity'd me in lica caſe; 

They never pat me to diſgrace . 

To make ſic trips, 

My benniſon ame: on a their face, 

We ran ay faips. 

They keg 'twas me — that fill'd their banks, 

And kindly ſaid, Meg, play your pranks 

Wi' married fowk, we'll gr you thanks, 

FPFa' cloſe to wark ; 
| Ha'e, there's tik ſtockings to yaur ſhanks, 

And a new ſark. 

Indeed I manna' do them wrang. 

John Couper was their aid- de cang. 

Aft on the ſtreets wi' me did gang, 

| He kend his craft, 

That makes his 3 the day face ſtrang, _ 

5 And puts him daft. 
Mony kirk-treas'rer I've made rich, ä 

I learn'd my art to fic a pitch, 

They cad me ay their ſetting b—h; | 

Well did I ſet 
Covies of laieds; ſyne, in a touch, 

John drew his net: 
| Scarcely was I'thrown on the bed | 
Whan John pap'd in his bogle head, 

Said, gentles, there i is nac remead, 

I'm very ſure; 

Guard, carry theſe folks aff wi' ſpeed, 

And that vile whore, 
| Fook ye, ſirs, to o lead ſic lives, | 
Ye that have dainty bairns and wives, 
Twere an alms-deed to cut wi' knives 

a Your gear awa 5 


W's 


Lay down the kalen or be debtor, 


( 28 ) 


| Tis fowk like you that never thrives, 


 Fy on you a'. 


- Yet, if you promiſe to turn better, 


P'l-not affront you for the matter, 


To the * treaſurer write a letter, : 
Come in his will; 


By band or bill. 


K. Treaf. Na- , Meg, you re een worth 188 a row, 1 


We canna want the like of you, 


Serve me chat way, and ye's no rue, 


But menſe your kin, | 


Slip i in to company that's fou, 
And tempt to ſin. 


I'll mind you in my pray” rs, we ſhould 
Wiſh well to them that do us good, 


I hope by you to get my food, 
I need not fear ts 


My bird, ha'e chere s a bra' new hood, 

Well may you wear't. 
Meg, you that make a trade of ſinning, 
Shou'd ay be cleanly in your linen, 
And tripas trig as ony kinnin ; 

£ Why ſhould ye "NE * 

Ye've got a better trade than ſpinning, 

E'en buy a hoop. 
Twas a raw ſinber at the game, 


( For at the firſt ye a' think ſhame) 


Contriy'd them for to hide her wame, | 
| Whan it grew big, 
I winna' tell the lady” s name, 
She was a W—gg. 
Now, ſhow'd not this keep up your heart, 
That quality do take your part, 
That they ſhou'd ſtudy ev'ry art 
Practis'd by you ? ? 
Gae bout your buſineſs, and look ſmart, 
Les find me true. 
Meg. There's ſome fowk wou'd there manhood * 
And with a pretty young wench ly, | 
For that end would a licence buy, 5 
| And ve our leave, 


— 


(29 ) 


And that's the thing you'll no deny, 41 34; AM 


2 As I believe. 


Maſter, be pleas'd to take a fee, „ 
And frae the creepie. -make them free, 25% vine ud? 


What Profit, 1 is't to you or wad} 555451 ne 
+ {To ſpoil their ſpare? 


There's my word for” 
Meg. My maſter s as great as the Arb | 
(Papiſt rogue, gi'e him a rope) 
He keeps a F ſhop, 


K. Treaf. Meg, dring them here, and we'll 8 * 


Pardons to ſell, 5 8 | 


And bell turn wond'rous rich I hope, 
| He's turn'd ſac fell. : 
| Popes ſhunt up nuns with- iron- gates, 
And will not let them do fine feats, 

But our kind _—_— father . 


Dawts his ain bande. - | 


As if chey were his bairns, and lets 
3 Them play wi' lads, 
The nuns are burat that play wi' fryars, 
Or elſe there mony ane that's liars, _ 

But the kirk-treas rer never ſpiers, 22 7 
© _ He's nae ſae raſh,. 
Wi' wham we e ly for twenty years, — 

| If he get cath, 
Inceſt, or ony other ha; 7: | 
We may commit wi” neareſt kin, 

And yet come aff wr a hail ſkin, 
W "R008 behook. 
wr fowk not to make meikle din, 
= N That crieſh his look. 
But, if we have nae thing to ſpare, 
Then we maun rin wr ſhoulders bare, 
Dalglieſh's tauſe makes us ſae fair, © 
£ That they flae us, 
Thrawn carle ! I'm ſure he wad na care 
For to ſlae us. 
K. Treaſ. Meg. we ſtay on but for a year, 
If in that time we get na” gear, Fon 
We'll een larve when we re auld, I fear, 
„** hungry . 
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5 To ſpeak the truth, and not to jeer, 


8 We're c'en a knaves. 
Meg. Maſter, the greater knave the better, 
The only way for to riſe greater, 
For en will ſcarce hald water, | 
A tale hum drum, 15 


II money 's got, what d—1s the matter 


What way it come ? 
I laugh to ſee the fowk look blate, 
Wha pay and get na a receipt, 
Ye neither ſet down day nor date, 
TDiis a bra' ſport, 


An honeſt piece of deep deceit; 


Fair fa' you for t. 


F. 7 reaf. Na buſy, ſhould I grant them lines, 


And tell how much I got for fines, 


Twad gar me count with our divines, 


I'm very ſure; 


Shame fa' the treas' rer never minds „5 


To help the poor. 


| Judas, wha was kirk- treas'rer firſt, 


For cheating of the kirk, was curſt, 
He hang'd himſelf, and ſyne he burſt, 
For ac poor fant, 
Had he in a our tricks been nurs'd, 
He'd ne'er done that, 


Tho? we the kirk do daily plunder, 


Cheating her out of mony a hunder, 


If we * e 'twill be a wonder 


A4 s e er was heard; 
We'll ne er commit fae foul a blunder, 
. Na, dinna fear't. 
The Highland-men for cutting purſe, | 
Lifting Lawland cows and horſe, 
Sometimes, though ſeldom, take remorſe, 
75 And they're diſgrac'd ; 
But we kirk-treas'rers that do worſe, 
Are not ſtrait-lac'd. 


Meg. Maſter, your penſionary's gane; 


Ye ken your awn laſs Waterſtane, 


Wae's me e the 25 flut was ta'en, 


The beſt 0 'lowns, 


06 1: 
Becauſe ſhe wad na ty her lane, 
But wi' dragoons 
K. had Meg, Meg, in news; that ſhe is loſt! 
I fear ſhe will gi' up the ghoſt; 
But wha chink ye ſhall fill her poſt ; ? | | 
_ Gae through the en, | 
Wyle well, my Jo, w whate'er it coſt, 
e There's half a crown. 
Meg. I ken a hacks of cliver ſenſe, 
The jade was bred wi' luckie Spence, 
And new laid to when ſhe went hence, 
| That was nae fool, / 7 
Well aid ſhe learn the art to fence, ts 
: At her ſweet ſchool. EN 
My wiekaye dad, nae body's near us, F 
Sae wha in a' the warld can hear us, 
Make acts wi' penalties to fear us 
And keep's in awe, 
And upon faul and conſcience ſwear us 
To keep them a'. 
Taylors and webſters ne'er were leel, | 
Yet for the good of common weal, 
To gi 'e his due e' en to the de'il, 
8 5 They ve ſeal o' cauſe, 
And deacon too, to gar them feel 5 
The weight of laws. 
At Rotterdam the hogan pow'rs, a 
And that's a whiggiſh town like ours) 
he lowns i in public ſtews ſecures; _ 
| | The Dutch are wiſe 
Aud put placards upon the doors | 
| To tell their price, 
The auldeſt trade that s in the nation, 
Amaiſt as auld as the creation, 
Shou'd be made an meer, 
E I'm no in Joke, 
| That we may trade wi reputation, 
- Like burger fowk. 
K. Treaf. It may be done, Meg, ſay nae mair, 
I'm deacon, and I'll take the chair, 
For clerk we'll hae the wyle of ware, 
| Aud . ; 


GEESE, > Cu 
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Rob Forbes ſhall be ocker, 


— 


(2) 


„ b . 5 bh: town. 1 
Meg. Then let us think upon a way, 


Or elſe fair trade will ſoon decay, >| e 
To gar che Amen women ſlay 9 2 


Without our port ; - 


They- come fac chick in onny day 


They ſpoil our ben. 


Hame at ue awn toren let them bide, 


D—1 nor they were a' drown'd in Clyde; 


A man can n their backſide, 


; For poor twa groats, 

And drink of that wi them: beſide, | 
AAaugght ſhillin' Scots. 

Wi' bibles . ofalm books they cant, 


As ilk ane of them were a ſaint, 


wr * keckle, pegh and pant, 
And greet and grain, 
That ev ry godly Runs bead plant, 
Gaes now to them. 


Sachs a Cotati graces, 


Telling ſaul-exercife and caſes; 


And Ws fic EY faces, 


That ] ſair * 


That we may 4 refign our places, 


n thrang here. 
K. Treaf. Ye're Re wi Meg; for wi' their greeting, 
And notes of Mr Clark's repeating, _ | 
And mony icripeare texts ay ing, 
| And ſinging Palme; ; 
Neighbour 8 think "tis a holy meeting. 
„Of God's ain lambs. 
Vour tory lowns are worſt to guide, | 
They cannot their ain ſecret hide; "4: 
Whane 'er-they lay their legs aſide, det 45 
Or drink to James, 
They blaze what 8 done baith far and wide, 3 
And tell fowks names. . 


IF ye wad pevkity ſucceed, 
Prove a rank hypocrite indeed, | 
0 6 to the ys treas'rer's creed, 


8 And yell vincaſh, Ty 


SET 
Let honeſty a ne'er faſh your head, : | 
| Tis tory atk: e 


The Kine ans Creed, ; 


Do believe 't tis in my pow? 51 8 
T' indulge and tolerate a whore, 
For liberty of conſcience ſure, 
| The kirk-can gi'e: | 
And by my office I procure | 
That right to me. 
Now, Meg, you ſee that I'm high prieſt, 
And the Pope's power is a dull jeſt, 
Whan ſinners have my loof well crieſbt, | 
| Wi' a good fee, 
PII let them fin, they make me feaſt, 
And baith agree. 


** 


The Cantroxian Toorh. ates. 


Apiſts, ye'er fairly foil'd, think ſhame and ob. 
Your various relics-are not worth a ruſh ; 
What's Mary's milk, St. Peter's rotten bones, 
When in proceſſion born by human drones? 
What wonders can they do? confeſs the wenn! ; 
They're nothing to a Cameronian tooth, _ 
Which a grave holy ſighing filter wears, 
That in the grave lay five and fifty years; 

And that was Mrs Mary Crighton, » 

A Cameronian pious right one, 
Imboſs'd in gold it dangled at her heart, 
Corroborating lungs, and ſtrength'ning every part. 
When tooth ach does affect the tender ja ws. 
It heals all pains, and takes away the cauſe. 
- Grand miracle ! who can believe 'tis true, ; 
That rotten teeth ſhould cure the teeth that's new! ? 
Fits of the mother it cures, and vapours too, 
This wonder-working tooth all things can do. 

Prevents abortion when ty'd on the knee, | 
They wear that tooth where ſtanding t—ce ſhould be. 
She ſhew'd to me a box wherein lay hid, 
The pictures of Cargil and Mr Kid; 


( 34 * 

Aſp lr of the tree on which they're flain; 

A rer inch of Major Weir's beſt cane; 
Rathillet's ſword beat down to table baife, 

Which took at Magus-muir a biſhop's life; 

The wor thy Welch's ſpectacles, who ſaw _ 

That windle firaws would fight againſt the law; 
The windle ſtraws were ſtouteſt of the two, 
They ſtood their ground, away the prophet flew, 
And liits of all the prophets names were ſeen, 

At Pentland-hills, Ard-molſs, and Rullen-green. 

Don't think, ſhe ſays. theſe holy things are fopery, 

They're precious antidutes againſt the power of Popery. 


Rome's Lecacy to the KiRR of SCOTLAND; 
A Ny. on the STOOL of REPENTANCE, 


Riſum teneatis amici. | | 
HEN Pop'ry was pull'd down in days of yore, 
Haſtily baniſh'd from our Albion fhore ; 
The ſubtle Jeſuits contriv'd a way 

The Proteſtant religion to betray. 

Some things they left behind to prove their claim, 
And the reformers title to be lame. 

They gave the ſurplice to the Engliſh prelates, 
And their repenting ſtools to Scottiſh zealots. 

| In theſe love-tokens both ſuch pleaſure take, 
As if they hugg'd them for the giver's ſake. 
The firſt my muſe may ſatirize ere long; 

The laſt ſhall be the ſubject of this ſong. . 
Hail ancient relic of the Roman See ! 

Now vampt by a reforming Preſbyt'ry. 
Old, as the papal chair, thy days began, 

When prieſt- craft lorded- o'er the rights of man; 
And men of royal blood did meanly 
To Antichriſt at Rome, and kiſs'd his toe. | 
When the blind laity mumbled o'er their beads, _ 
Ave Marias ſung and Latin creeds ; (heads. 
Trick'd by deſigning prieſts, and monks with ſhaven _ 
Penance was broach'd: by pious frauds betray'd, 
The laity ſwallow'd all that prieſt- craft ſaid, 

- "Rbligion ſunk with tales, there did ſucceed, 
A wafer worſhip, and a god of bread. 


To” | ( 35 ) 

80 fs the prieſts led th' eaſy fools, 

That, cloath'd in ſackcloth on repenting- ſtools, 

They thought their mortal fins. were all forgiy' n, 

And this the meritorious way to heav'n. - 
By th' ſame prieſt-craft we are chain'd ſecure, 

Though we ve renounc'd th' uſurping papal pow'r ; - 

The trick prevails, our ſcandal»and our ſhame, 

Wit. ſuch effects as I'm afraid to name. 
klow dare prieſts of this Romiſh idol boaſt, 

Which hath ſuch blood and ſuch damnation colt ? ? 

If we conſult our records, there we'll ſee, 

'T has made a hundred on a gibbet die. 

That curſed engine of the Roman power 

Which doth our lives and very fouls devour ! 

If fair Servilia's virtue make a flip, 

By Rufus tempted to the youthtul trip ; 

Soon as her pregnant womb begins to "iſe, | 

The quick ning tomb where all her ſorrow lies, 


On every wall ſhe reads that doleful ſentence, 


The place where for nicators make repentance. 
Fearful ſhe falls into Belſhazzar's fit, 
When Mene Te4e/ on the wall was writ. 
Untouch'd with deep remorſe, ſhe doth not mourn, _ 
And to a clement Saviour return ; + 1x 
No, no, ſhe doth not think on heas? n or hell; 
On the repenting-ſtoot that thoughts do dwell : 
The terrors of that awful ſeat prevails, 
And oh ! ſhe liſtens to the devil's tales. 
Satan ſuggeſts, for he's a cunning foe, 
And will ye to your ſhame and ruin go; 
Mount up a cock ſtool to be gaz'd upon, 
In face of all the pariſh, and the ſun ; 
Diſgrace your friends, and get the name of whore, 
And bear the ſcandal to your dying hour? 
A baſtard's ſlave, and a deſpiſed wretch 
You'll live, and never need expect a match: 
Think on a way to keep the name of maid ; 
And thus the poor unthinking girl's betray'd. 
The hen-wife and old nurſe, her fatal friends, 
Contrive, and ſoon find out the murd'ring means; 
And ſhe gaes on, while Satan holds ns: FR wan 
Until the gets a halter for her pains : | 
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E 
For that' s the puniſhment of wicked fools „ 
And the reſult of our repenting ſtools. 

My muſe record, and don't prieſt's odium fear, 
How once they ſerv'd a noble cavalier : 

Becauſe that he tranſgreſs'd the ſeventh command, 
They dragg'd him to the ſtool, there made him ſtand, 
Cloathed in ſackcloth, that diſgraceful weed, 

And a ſpiritual barber ſhav'd his head. #4; 
With paſſion mad, thus to be made a jeſt, 

He drew a knife and ſheath'd it in his breaſt, 

And, dying left his blood upon the prieſt. 

Tell me, ye prieſts, why doth there never and 
Upon your ſtools the nobles of the land ? 

Is it like cob webs, which ſmall flies do catch, 
But cannot hold the great ones and the rich ? 
Oh! this is partial in the higheſt pitch, 

The pious trickſters in the days of old, 
Grown rich with royal ſpoils, turn'd fares. and bold 
Compell'd our nobles who did aid their king, 
For loyalty with them's a dangerous thing) 

T' abjure the Stewarts title to the crown, 

And kirk-men's livery wear, a ſackcloth yon: 4 
Mount up the ſtool to be expos'd to mock, 

And bow before Meſs John's all conqu'ring cloak,” 
There hear loud thunders from the pulpit crack, 
And wear an antic fool's-coat on their back, 

At Scoon, where kings commenc'd their 8 toil, 
Their ſacred fillets wet with Aaron's oil; | 
Where they the roya! purple robes put on, 

And in the marble chair receiv'd a crown; 

Did royal Charles, the bleſſed martyr's heir, ; 

In Preſbyterian pageantry appear. | 
On the repenting ſtool the hero ſtood, 

A ſpectacle to the admiring crowd; 
And to the cruel cloak the ſceptre bow'd, 
This fancy cloak upbraids the Stewarts race ; 
And ſpits its venom in the ſovereign's face. — 
Fanatic fetters held the god-like man, 

Thus the prophane, pedantic ſpeech _ 3 

« Sir, openly your fins muſt be confeſt, 


» 


Tell you're an hawk of an uukanny neſt.: 


© Your fathers bow'd their knees to Dan ad Baal, 
And were a plague unto our Iſrael, | 


a” 8 


— 


585 * 27 ) 
« Lifting their hands againſt the Lord of kioſts, 
« And put the prideful prelates in their P 
7. Are ye ſincerely ſorry for your fin, 
« And all the errors of your Chriſtleſs kin? 
Will ye the cov'nant's int'reſt now betroth, 
« And take it for your coronation oath ! e 
« With all your power idolatry withſtand, GM 
Support the reformation work in hand; : a 
And diſappoint your godly peoples fears! 25 
«© Or elſe you'll find your crown, a crown of briers.“ g 
Ve ſuperſtitious, bow not to the eaſt, | 
Nor, when the ſermons done, ſalute the prieſt, 
With awful rev'rence give a lowly bow, 
To this exalted ſtool, the royal pew. 
Pay homage to it as a regal chair, 
Since ſov'reign majeſty did once ſtand there. 
My muſe relate the eloquence of Cant, 
A chief apoſtle, and the northern ſaint 
How he rebuk'd- one of our antient peers, 
An aged ſinner ſunk with weight of years; 
« What look you like, old rotten ſinner, ſay 2 
« At eighty years you whore, and cannot pray. 
{© The peer reply'd in language very meek, 
* Saint Andrew, I am really like a leek; 
«© White is my head, and very green my tail, 
% ]'m made of fleſh, and fleſh yon know is frail. 2 
Were't not for what poor ignorants fuſtain, | <2 


Who've much of fear and very little brain, 
Blyth folk would with that ſtools would ſtill remain, 
Tis ſuch diverſion when the men ſtand there, | 
As Fabius tells the tale with pleaſant air; 
Bare headed beadles uſher to the feat, 
TI walk in pomp like miniſter of ſtate; _ 
When I the ſolemn ſackcloth weed 40 wear, 
And gravely mount the penitential chair, 
y gown arreſts the eyes of all the flock, 
Who mocks the preacher threſhing in his cloak; 
There I in triumph fit *bove every Whig, 
Adjuſt my cravat and my -campaign-wig ; | 
Spread wide the badge of fin to ſhow-my cloaths; = 
And with a napkin bruſh my ſilken hoſe; Es 
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(8-3. 
| Youn laſſes whiſpering, laughing like youn 
Say, fle 's a hopeful — — his ſhapes ; 2 apes, 

But their mammas, who gave me ſecret kiſſes, |, 

_ Tremble, Jeſt I ſhould tell meſs John my miſſes ; 
Proclaim in noon-day what I've done in dark, 
And point at all the cuckolds in the kirk. 

A matron midwife, rocking on her knee 

A new born child, looks up and ſmiles on me; 

Methinks I hear the ſuperannuate jade, 
Say, Bleflings on the man keeps up the trade: 
Fy on them ! makes him climb that rotten chair, 

Twere fitter far to ſend our fumblers there. 

A ſcene of objects opens to my view, , 
Conceal'd from theſe lock'd in a lower pew ; 
Sometimes I on the window caſt mine eye, 

And ſee a ſubtile ſpider pinch a fly, 

The feeble warriors combat in the field, 

Till the poor captive fly is forc'd to yield, ” 
And the proud victor trails her to his den, Fs 
With as much triumph as prevails mong men. 

Then turning to the pillars, there I read 

The honours on th' eſcutcheous of the dead; 

Tall heroes who in battle made a figure, 

And trac'd the ſteps of Preſbyterian rigour : 
Theſe tatter'd enſigns do their valour prove; 
But I'm the living monument of love. | 
Wearied with eaſe, my meditation falls, 

On texts of ſcripture, paſted on the walls : 
Devoutly I peruſe our Saviour's prayer, 

Full of amazement that I ſee it there; 
The pions criminal maintains its place, 
Altho' expell'd the houſe with deep diſgrace: 
I read the ten commands; but one ſhort line, 
Makes me ſoon wiſh they were reduc'd to nine; 

That line makes me ſtand here, and now Meſs John 
Knits his ſtern brow, and with a canting tone, 
Acquaints me that my trial's coming on: 

A tryal which doth the juſticiary mock, 
The judge wrapt up in a Geneva cloak. 
The ſcarlet chequer'd with the ermine, ſhew, - 

That as they've juſtice, ſo they've mercy too : 
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But O 1 tremble, aod 1 ed my log, - 3 
To be impeach'd before a lIouſe · bare rug. ; 
Round a long table, near the pulpit foot, 
Do fifteen elders of the inqueli fit;  _ _ 
To ſhow that they the proceſs underſtand, 
Each hath a corpus juris in his hand, 
With filver claſps, and fine Geneva notes, | 
Which they demurely mumble thro” their throats ; - 
A clumſy fiſcal in the deſk doth ſtand, | 
Holding a ſhort indictment in his hand; 1 
The juſtice general in the holy chair, * 
Takes it, and reads it, with fanatic air, [pray'r, © 
Making a long diſcourſe, half preaching and half ) 
_ Repeats my youthful feats in Venus? war, f 
For which I'm made a pannel at his bar. 
_ I riſe, make legs, and bow to all the court, | 
Some burſt with laughter at the pleaſant ſport; | 
J pull my napkin out and wipe my cheeks, | . 
As if I wept at every word he ſpeaks: 
I wring my fingers, and diſtort my face, 
Which he concludes are certain marks of grace. 
Confeſſion made, then doth the judge begin, 
T' abſolve and purge me from my deadly ſin; 
Diſmiſs'd with joy, and reeling down the ſtair, 
I ruſh to the embraces of my fair. 
A roll of ſins hath got the clergy's ſcore, 
A good encouragement to fin the more; 
So honeſt debtors, when their bills are paid, 
For to contract a- new are not afraid. 
Nor dare I ſay that our diviſion's leſs, 
When on the ſtool appears the buxom Beſs, 
For anti-nuptial dalliance with her ſpouſe, 
Altho' 'twas ratified with marriage vows ; 
And all the crime the did, was for to eat, 
Before Meſs John had conſecrate the meat. = 
Both her clean tartan plaid, and gown of gray, 
Do native innocence and charms diſplay: 5 
Before her face the gilded bible lay: 
Well may ſhe on the ſacred pages look, | 
There's no indictment gainſt her in that book. 
Now, when Meſs John has wreſtl'd out the glaſs, | 
He leers about aad blinks c on bonny Beſs: 
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. ( 49 ) 
mals her hind to lay her plaid aſide, 
Which from the wanton {ads her charms do hide; 
She gathers up her limbs, bows with her tail, 


Which he mult pelt with a ſpiritual flail. 
Hie tugs his cloak, and then begins the wark, 


O Befly, Beſſy, you have a black mark. 
An arch wag ſays, ** Meſs John, that's bn 0 the law, 


To ſay the thing is black you never ſaw. “ 


Beſs Bluſhes, and ſhe knows not what to ſay, 
All eyes are on her tenement of clay. 


"The old wives mutter, ſure Meſs John is dreaming, 


Why ſhould not Beſs be like to other women, 
But Pettigtew goes on to reprimand, 


Whilſt all the people on their tiptoes ſtand; 


© Was't not the devil did your heart betray, 


« Or elſe you'd keep the feaft till the feaſt day. 
% You know the fillieſt herd lifts off his bonnet, 

% Before he takes his cog, and ſays a ſonnet; 
„ But you threw up your gammonds in the bed, 


5, Before the grace, and loſt your maiden-head. 


„ Befly, an unco haſte you have been in, 


«© That could not wait till I my gloves did win; 
« I'm ſure, twas very far from being civil, 
&« To get your eldeſt bairn before the devil.“ 


And thus Meſs John goes on to act his play, | 


Till all the people laugh, and run away. | 
Thanks to the kirk who thus ſupports her pow 7, - 
After the model of the Romilh whore. 


The 1 Hoxouxs. 


Fe 
LAS: 


THERE went the virgin mother of our God, 
When nine months pregnant with the heav'nly 
To ſtabler's houſe, the divine dame took flight, (load? 
His houſe held more than half of heaven —_ night. 5 
A ſtable ſerv'd him for imperial rooms, 

Whilſt dazzling crowds of angels were his N | 
The ſtabler's fame did quickly fly abroad, 
Since in his manger lay a cradl'd God, 


; 5 41 ) 5 = , 
Hither aid kivgs and clergymen reſort, t. 
| To ſee the humble grandeur of the court. | | 
Can herald's office greater honour ſhew, 

_ Than what the King of Lings beſtow'd on. you Sr, 


The Gaspzxzas Hoxovns. | 


New bern woikd the Gd as taſt b 1 
Fair art coeval with the firſt made ant bes {2 
Adam's intendant of the bliſsful bow'rs, 25 
I be ever greens, and ſweet ambroſial flow'rs: 
Gad breath'd a beauty on its banks, and he 

Inſtitute there the ſacramental tre: 
There God and man the fed'ral paction macs ; 
For the firſt temple was a ſilent ſhade. | 

Sin ſow'd the weeds which blaſted Eden's bloom, 
The pois'nous plants uſurp the roſes room ; ' 
God's wat'ring pans, the clouds, this garden loſt, - 
'Tis ſunk in ſea, and ſea without a coaſt. 
| Trees lift their heads again, and floods W 
The peacful dove flies with the gard'ner's badge, 
An olive ſprig. Noah a vineyard made, 
And plants and prunes, and conſecrates the ſpade. 
A gard'ner got th' old world and the new, 
Ere teeming nature felt the lab'ring plow. 
Such matchleſs honour's to the gard'ners giv n, 
Chriſt's from his loins, and all the ſaints in heaven. 
The wiſeſt king that ever liv'd on earth, 2 3 45 
Was botaniſt, a gard' ner from his birth : 3 „ 
Of all productions his learn'd herbal ſpoke, . 
From dwarfiſh hyſſop, to the giant oak. 

| The eaſtern ſages, when they heard the news. 
Of Bethl'em's babe, born monarch of the Jews, 
Directed by a ſtar, they reach'd his ſeat, .,. | 5 
And offer d herbage kneeling at his feet. . ö 


They brought no books with laws or logic ſtor'd, 


Preſent a little garden to our Lord, 
Myrrh and frankincenſe; theſe the ſenſes fealt, 
With all the ſpicy odours of the eaſt. , 
_ 'Twas to a garden Jeſus went to pray, 
In drops of * We Saviour lay ; 7 
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TIF : :: 
So es plants diffuſe their rich . 
And wounded trees ſweat aromatic gums. 


To wean us from the world's milkleſs breaſt, 


And prove its pride and pageantry all jeſt ; 
Chriſt bids us to a blow of flowers repair, 


And view the lilies in their vernalair; _ 
Their raiment never can wear out of mode, 
Still ſmiling in the livery of a God: 
Inſulting kings of clay with crowned heads, - 


The weavers vaſſals wrapt in greaſy threads. 
A dying Jeſus at his lateſt hour, $4 
Painted his ſuff rings on the paſſion flower. 
Kings fick of painful pomp, and regal ſtrife, _ 
Threw down their ſcepters for the pruning knife ; : 


Parties at court from an inteſtine war, 


Killing i in camps, and wrangling at the bar. 
The merchant ſmuggles, and the tradeſman lies; 


- Pulpits are cruth'd with weight of hereſies; 


Of love and concord gard'ners are poſſeſt, 
They're ſolar plants within the gard'ner's breaſt. 


The holy hermit fafely ſhelters there, 
And vocal makes the cyprus.grove with pray r. 


And holy virgins, to a God reſign'd, 
In prayer and plants immortal pleaſures find ; 
In rich embroideries, copy o'er the flowers, 


And make their needles praiſe the divine powers. 


Parent of vig'rous age, and grave of care, 
Sweet ſolitude and ſacred ſilence there, 


Niurſe to devotion; therefore every day, "265 wk 
The gard'ner, w who hath grace, will humbly pray, | 


« O tree of life, O plant of high renown, 


On gard'ners pour thy beav'niy influence down, 


«« Bleſs thou our ſeeds, our ſeaſons, and our ſoil, 
« We'll praiſe thee by our philoſophic toil.” 


Wort on ROB ERT FORBES. 


R EET. a'ye bairns and bairded fo'k, 
Sic news wad pierce a heart of rock, 
Death's gr'en a'kick to Robin's dock, 
] "Ine fa“ his preg. p< 


„ 
| He thought that death was ay in joke; 
But now he's dead. 

Ay ſin' he left the cobling trade, 5 
Mending the ſhoon that others made, 
| He” s been a rare reforming blade, 
Cobling the church; 

But now be” s got the ſhool and ſpade, 
i Left in the lurch. 
Limmers and lairds he'll nae mair cha | 

Nae mair we'll ſee his pauky face 
Keek thro' cioſe-heads, to catch a brace. 

: Of waping morts, 

; Play bogle- bo, a bonny chaſe 
About the ports. 
In turnpike fits he darn'd himſell, 

At jowing of the ten hour- bell, 
Till he on ſome free: traders fell, 75 
Bra' whoring blades ; 


Fleg'd them and girn'd, look d four and fell, 


| Like knave of ſpades, 
| Of traders he kept ay a liſt, 
That nightly to his mill brought gril. 
Soon he abſtracted multures wil, 


That wrang'd his trade 3 „ 


Wi' which be fill'd his awn meal kiſt, 
But now he's dead. 

Aft has he lain on caſtle brae * * #7, 

Ia moon-light, till his cheeks turn'd blae, 


Io ken where whores and bawds did gae, 


- Haf drunk, haf daft; 
He needed nae auld wives to . 
| He kend his craft, 


. He G0 his cloak about his gab, 


Fidging as gin he had the ſcab; 


5 And ec follow'd a fat dab, 


Wii little din; 
And when the bed began to bab, | 
a Syne Rob came in. 
Said, graceleſs bairns, and are ye yoked, 
Think na the kirk will thus be mocked ; 


Tell me, young laird, what's in your pocket, 


| | Red headed Jads, 
for RR. - 
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Yonkers like you ſhould be well ſtocked, 


. Meddles wi' bawds. 


Wi bricks amang his feet, young Jaird 
Cry'd, Robin, dinna bring the guard, 


Ha'e, there's ten crowns, all can be ſpar'd 
Upon my ſan], 

In faith, I think 'tis e' en ill war'd, 
And 'tis my all. 


Rob harked in the young laird's lug, 


Gae to my houſe, we'll drink a mug, 


| May be I'll let you take a rug 


Of caller quean. 
Yon flut ſmells like a doctor's drug, 
But mine's fou clean, © 
Big as the great Mogul, when din'd, 


He walk'd, and John Dalglieſh behind, 
To his ſeraglio i in Leith-wynd, 


To take review; 


The laſs that was maiſt blyth and kind, 


John kiſs'd her mou. 
Sculdudry-fowk may now ſing dool, 
And ſteep their graith in a cald pool; 
Wha now will ſave them frae the ſtool 

In time of need? 


Rob "= was a ready tool, 
But now he's dead. 


- Though 1 ill. far'd names we ca'd him, 


His maik was ne'er ſin' days of Adam, 


Gie him the lure, whate'er ye bade him, 


He would obey; 


| Ye might ha” lien with mare or madam, 


Baith night and day. 
Wha now will our by-blows 3 


And frae our wives adulteries hide ? 
Rob F ber was a ſkilful guide, 


Ca'd them his petts; 


Now we will hae a thrang fire ſide, 


| Wi' ill got gets. 
Sae ſoon as Robin's loof was greas d, 
What creature wad na been well pleas'd, 


To ſee how he the brats baptiz'd, 


Like ony prieſt ! 1 


* 


1 
Syne be moon the caddel ſeiz'd, 
A bonn ſeaſt. 

Proud was the carle, when he went thro? 
The landward towns, as grave's a Jew, 
To ſee the gaitlings binge and bow, 

And ery, Pappa, 
Wow! 1 has he made a deviliſh mou, 
And fain'd them a*. 
Frae a' kirk · fourk he bure the Free, gu 


| Half midwife, nurſe, and prieſt, a three, 2 


He neither curs'd nor bann'd, not he, 

| But was le civil, | 
The live lang day wad cheat and lie, 2 8 

Like ony devil. FE 

Auld wives wi' rocks came to the doors, 


And yonkers peep'd through holes and — ©) ; 


| To ſee the captain of the whores, 
Auld Frig-a-bight, - | 
| Coming to Pay his quarter ſcores, 
A ſeemly fight ! 
Although he play'd the pimp a week, 
On Sundays he look'd mild and meek; 
For ſcarcely wad ye hear him ſpeak 
Po, Aboon his breath: 
Upon his hand he laid his cheek, 
Like ane near death. 
On the cap-ambrie cuiſt his eye, 
That he might fornicators ſpy, 
And AY to himſelf, faid fy, 
O dool and care! 
Might not the man have come to me, 
| * And no ſtood there? 
But yet before the text was read, | 
Good Robin frae the kirk was fled, 
His prayers to ſay at barrel-head, 
Dtrinking alane: 
Red as a turkey cock the blade 
| Came back again. 
We loo'd to ſee his Judas face, 
Repeating preachings, ſaying „ 
| Unto the tune of Chevy-chaſe, __ 
Shaking his head; 


1 (-46 ) 
Wha will we get to ill his place? . 


| | For now he's dead. 
: His EPITAPH. 


Here all alone, 
| Beneath this ſtone, 
Our rare reformer bides ; . 
Who piek'd up crowns + 1 
By tirling lowns, | ; As 
He ſearcely left their hides. . 
-. > Ak noe 37 3h; + =t5 
___ Where went his ſaul? 
The queſtion's ſcarcely civil; 
Since 'tis well kend, 
| III life muſt end 
To going to the devil. 


On the Dovnfel of ae ns Noſe 
F Month of Jones. 


OM was fac ſubtile, and ſac fo' o greed, 
Nae man could lick the butter aff his bread ; 
ö ur pox on harlot women, his difgrace; 
They lick'd a noſe. of butter aff his face. 
It did na” take lang time to this miſhap, 
No, no, the bitches did it in a CLay. 
Who devil took this noſe that came away ? 
Not God !—for he made noſes all of clay; 

And clay grows harder by the ſummer ſun; 
= But Butter-noſes mult melt down i in J UNE, 


On the Sean of- the Tax REE Kinds. 
1 
oN G have we had two kin gs, I do aſſure ye, 
A George de facto, and a James de jure: 
But here's ſurpriſing news; a brave M<Ghie © 
Turns parliament himſelf, and gives us three: 
None of them all reſemble George or James. 
O, King Creator! will you tell their WT 72 
We do not know by gazing on their fac, 
If Norman, Gm, or ond anon race: 


mo 


t 7 * 
| Yet, when we think upon't, we learn the tory * 
The ſign ſpeaks truth by way of allegory. - he 
Three kings expos'd to fale ! ye've plac'd-them there (es 
To ſhow we Scots ſell kings like merchant-ware. | 
Three kings were baſely ſold for Engliſh coin, 
One at Dunbar, another at the Bon; 

The third at Sheriff-muir, a fatal day, 

When Mar mar'd all, and Huntly ran away. 

Buy up the rogues that ſold our antient nation; 
You'll have the beſt ſtock'd ſhop in all the nation; 

And when 'tis known fuch helliſh wares you ſell, _ 
The d—1 will pay the price, and take them all to bats | 


A Porn on 4 810 of the Mz nai. 


Greier | 
H A's dainty baten are ye, my winſorne dear, ) gry 
With apple-cheeks, and wame like ony pear? - 
„ May be tis nae good manners for to ſpeir. 8 
Geo. And bony bubbies, wi' your nut brown hair, 
And a' your ſides, and a' your ſhoulders bare: 
War ye ſome aulder ye'd be worth a pelt. | 
Jam. Ah! Geordie man, ſhe's fiſh beneath the belt: | 
She'll nae get leave to live, ſhe's e en fac frail, 3 
The lads will ſuck her lips and eat ber tail. v 
_ © Geo. Whiſh't billy, haith ſhe'll put us in the 8 55 
*Tis no the firſt of twenty's been ſae ſair'd; 
She wad na take fic treatment frae a laird. 
I find ſhe's ta'en the pet, ſhe will na ſpeak, 
She's bluſhing now, glowr on her roſy cheek. 
Jam. Miſtreſs, I beg your pardon wi” bare head, | 
We country folk are no like gentles bred. 50 
Geo. She's e' en the greateſt ferly cer I ſaw, 
The d—] a leg has the, and we ha' twa; | 
1 wonder how ſhe gangs unto the kirk, 
Or how ſhe keeps her feet when it grows mika 
jam. Feet! fiend a fit ſhe has, but twa ſweet hands 
Whiter than curds, and tight like willy-wands ; { 
They need nae feet that's carried in ſedans ; 
Geordie, how ſhe does piſh I canna learn, 
I'm ſure the * 1 unco cleanly n n,, 


4 1 . 

Gee. Daft gouk, great folks bairns i is nae like ours,” 
Kakying their coats and clarting a' the doors: 
| = They ſpit their tea and croudie at their mouth, 
I hat gars them be of fic a feckleſs growth. 

- How ſhe'll be got with bairn I marvel more, + 
Her belly's big enough, but wants a door: 
Perhaps the dunnawaſſels hae nae bungs, 
But like the doves they gender by the tongues. 

Jam If they ſpew weans at their mouth like croudie, 
I think they need na? faſh to fetch the houd iG. 
Geo. Ha ha, boy, I can tell you e'er 1 2 Ks 
The thing that makes the laſs's a—e a' fiſh ; 
Her minny and her dade have Papiſts been, 
And got the fleſhy part on Faſten's een; Ee 
And when the beef and a' the broſe was ſpent, 
They fed on fiſh and got the laſs in Tent. 2 
Jam. As I maun anſwer, Geordie, ye ding a, 
Ye ſhould na been a herd, but man o' law, | 
Farewel bra? bairn, I hae nae mair to ſay, - 


he 


But when a' fleſh riſe. at the judgment day, 
"Oy the half of you will flie away. 


GS. of the Suormarun ArpaunTICEs, 


| To the worſhipful cordiners of the M. 5 bort, 

A bumble petition is offer'd in court. 
By prentice boys, who would ſain take a 400 . 
Be blyth, like their maſters, but want ready clinl. 


E ſons of old Criſpin, a ſaint and a king, : 
When taking your bottle and eating your linge, 
Ali merrry like Greeks o'er a pint and a gill, 
With the beſt of good fellows, honeſt old deacon Hill; | 
£ Remember that we are the ſame fleſh and blood. 
Tho' we have not a bit, and are chewing our cud; | 
For though we are young and raw-mouth'd beginners, 
We may live like yourſelves to be old rotten ſinners ; 
On this ſolemn occaſion when chuſing our deacon, 
You'll generous prove the apprentices reckon; 
For on a feaſt day we reſolve not to faſt, 
Tho' we ſhould pawn our awl and venture our laſt; 
| * Their entertainment was dry'd ling. 
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When 11 of the 13 in company: ml e 
Can they bend leather chew, or lick a cold b 5 3300 
So we pray and expect, like kind hearted „„ > 


| You'll ſend us a hearty charity ben awe oe 
And we ſhall all pray, while our judgment abides 
May you never wear horns, and never want Er VVV 
_ Lvcxy SPENCE's Lasr Abvi en.. 


HREE times the carlin grain d and rifted, 
Then frae the cod her pow ſhe lifted, 
In Emap policy well gifted, _- 
When {he now faun 

That death nae longer wad be ſhifted, 
FE She thus began: | 
My loving laſſes I maun leave ***. 
But dinnae wi' your greeting grieve me, 15 
Nor wi” your draunts and droning deave me, 
But bring's a gill; | . 
For faith, "OS bairns, ye may believe me. 
Tiis gainſt my will. 

Oo Black-ey'd Beſs, and mim mou'd Meg, 
O'er good to work or yet to beg, 

Lay ſunkets up for a fair leg, 

For whan ye fail, 
Your face will not be worth a ſeg̃̃̃ 8 

Nor yet your tail. . 

Whane' er ye meet a fool that's fow, 

That ye 're a maiden gar him trow, _ 
Seem nice, but Rick to him like glew, 
= And whan ſet down, 
; Drive at che Jango till he ſpew, _ 
_ Syne "he'll ſleep ſoon. 
When be's a-fleep, then dive and catch, 7 
His ready caſh, his rings or watch: 2 r en” 
And gin he likes to light his match = 5 
At yor ſpunk-box, „ 
Neer land to let the fumbling wretch, 
Een tak the pox. 

Cleek a- ye can by book or eroo kek ; 
| Ripe ilka pouch frae nook to nook. x. 
Be E ſuvs to E his pocket book, en if. 

s pound Scots 5 
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„ -- 
Is nae deaf tits: in Ide bone 
L Lie great bank · notes, 25 
To get amends of whinging fools, | 
That's frighted for repenting ſtools, 
Wha aften when their metal cools, 
Turn ſweir to pay, 


Gar the kirk- boxie heal the dools, © 7 | 988 


Anither day. 
But dawt red-· coats, and let them ſcoup 
Free, for the fou of cutty- ſtoup; 
To gie them up, ye need nae hope 
E' er to do well; . 


They'll rive ve your brats and kick your doup, 


And play the de'il. 


There's ae ED croſs attends the craft, 
That curs'd Correction houſe, where aft 


Vile Hangie's tauze your riggings ſaft 
Makes black and blae, - 
Enough to put a body daft, + 
But what'll ye ſay 2 ? 


Nane gathers gear withouten care, 


IIk pleaſure has of pain a ſhare; - —- 5 
Suppoſe then they ſhould tirl ye bare, Fr 
And gar ye fike, 


E'en learn to thole, 'tis very fair, 


- Ye're neibour- like. 


: Forby, my looves, count upo' loſſes; 


Your milk-white teeth, and cheeks like roſes, | 
Whan jet-black hair, and brigs of noſes, 
| Fa' down wi” dads ; 
To keep your hearts up *neath fic crofles, | 
Set up for bawds. 


Wi well crieſh'd loofs I hae been canty, T7 C 


Whane'er the lads wad fain hae faund ye; 


To try the Es game Taunty Ranty, 4 


Like cuſſers keen, 
They took advice of me your aunty, 
If ye were cient.” 
Then e vp! my fitter e? 
And whiſtl'd ben whiles ane, whiles twa; 
1 in his lug, that there was a 
Poor country Kate, 


— 


(* 51 1 Bn 8 


As haleſome 2s the well of Spa,, 
| But unco blate. itn el. 
Sac whane' er company came in, 1 6 
And were upo' a merry pin, | re : 
I flade away wi' little din. = 1 

And muckle menſe, „ 
Left conſcience judge, it was a- ane 
Kane Spence. | 
My benniſon come on good doer s + - 
Who ſpend their caſh on bawds and whores 3 
May they ne'er want the wile of cures 
For a ſair ſnout ; 1 
Foul fa” the quacks wha that fire es ws 2h» L 
| And puts nae ttt. 
My maliſon light ilka dax 41 n 1 


On them that drink and d pay, NEL. a 
But tak a ſnack and rin.away-; = OY 
] May't be their bap, | 
Never to want a gonnorhea, 2 
| Or rotten _ 8 
Laſs, gie 1 us in anither gilll. 
A mutchken, jo, let's tak our an; ; „ 
Let death Cogn regiſtrate bis!bilh.; = „ i1oc dB, 
Whan 1 want ſenſe 3 A 
Tl flip a awa' wi better will, 137 


_ Lucky Spence. | 1 5 


Eiter on ri: WOOD in the Canon oe, es 
May 79> * 


Phd gate poor elritch hole, 

What loſs, what croſſes doſt thou thole; . 
London and death gars thee look droll, i T0 2 
5 And hing thy head, 

Wome but thou has &en a cauld coal x cfg Foe 
To blaw indeed! 

Hear me, ye hills, and every glen, 
Ilk craig, ilk cleugb, and hollow den, | | 
And echo ſhrill, that a“ may ken FF 

5 TLhe waefou thud 

By malle 45 who! came unſeen | + 
fx * J Lucky Wood. DET 
8 Þ | 


— 


. Sh „ 
| She's dead o'er true, ſhe's dead and gave,” 
Left us and Willie burd alane, - 
To bleer and greet, to ſob and mane, 
1 | And rug our hair,, 
Becauſe we'll ne er ſee her again, | | | 
For evermair. 
She gaed as fait as a new prin, 
And kept her houſſy ſnod and been; 
Her * glanc'd upo' your een r 
Like ſiller plate 7 Fu 
She was a donſy wife, and clean 
Without debate, 
It did ane good to ſee her ſtools, 
Her board, fire ſide, and facing tools; 
Rax, chandlers, tangs, and her Gre-ſhools, | 
Baſket wi' bread; 


Poor facers: now may chew pea-hools, _ 
Since Lucky's dead. 
She ne er ga” 7M a lawin fauſe, 
Nor ſtoups a' froth aboon the hauſe, 
Nor kept dow'd tip within her waws, 
But reaming ſwats; 
She never ran ſour j jute, becauſe . f 
It gi'es the bats. e * 
She had "Wa gate ſac well to pleaſe, N 
With gratis beef, dry fiſn, or cheeſe, 
Which kept our purſes ay at eaſe, i 
And health in tift, 


And lent her freſh nine-gallon trees, 
A heartylift, 
She ga? us aft hail legs of lamb; 
And dig nae hain her mutton ham; 
Then ay at Yule, whane'er we came, 
A bra' gooſe-pye ; 


And was nae that good belly-baum 
Nane dare deny. 
The writer lads fou well may mind her, 
Furthy was ſhe ; her luck deſign'd her 
Their common wither; ſure nane kinder 
Ever brake bread; 


She has na left ber maik behind her, 
* now * 8 dead. 
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Whom a' men might put faith 1 in: 1 B N 


| 7 i $3 1 6 nn 
To the ſma* hours we aſt ſat flill, ---.:7 14 - dent 5 
Nick d round our toaſts and ſpiſbing mill „ 5 
Goad cakes we wanted ne'er at will, TH: 498 
The belt of bread. ; 
Which aften colt 1 us mony a gill, = GRE 7 5 
To Aikenhead. 5 ; 5 


Could © our ſaut tears like Clyde down rin 

And had we cheeks like Corra's lin ; 

That a the warld might hear che din 
Kair frae ilk bead; - : 


| She was the wale of a? her kin. Cs YEW 
; But now ſhe's ind. „ 

0 3 Woop ! 'tis hard to bear 44 491 
The lofs ; but oh! we maun forbear; e 
Let ſall thy memory busen iu, de , 

While blooms 2 tree, ; : 
And after ages bairns will — nts a end n D 

"Bout thee and me. | | 

-F 1 2 FE 


r P TY „ 
--Beneath..chis fad bas wet has lid bart” 
Lies Lucky Wood, 72 | . * 


Who was na' ſweir, 
: While ſhe winn'd eas. 8 
8 cram our wames for npothing-+. (22416 no#PÞ 


Erzen on MAGGY JOHNSTON who « died 25 


anno . 


U LD Tanks mourn in ſable" ha 1 ; = 
Let fouth of tears dreep like Way de,, 
Te bra tippony bid adieu, i 


Which we with gre &d, Re iy 
Bended as faſt as ſhe could brew, | EF 


But ah !-ſhe's dead. 1 
To tell the truth now, Maggy dang, 5 þ+ RR 
Of Cuſtomers ſhe had a bang: "555 
For lairds and ſutors a” did gan 8 " 4-23 wa 


Too drink bedeen ; : 5 
The barn and m_ was aft ſae thrang, 02 , wel” 


. We took the gree. -. > 
5 : 
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( 54 5 ; 
| And thaw by dizens we lay down, 1 


Syne ſweetly ca'd the healths a- roun, 
To bonny laſſes blacks or brown, - 
As we loo'd beſt ; 
In n we dull cares did drown, 
| And took our reſt, 
When in our pouch we fand ſome clinks, 
And took a turn oer Bruntsfield links, 
Aften in Maggy' „ at Hy inks. 
We guzzPd ſcuds, 
Till we cou'd ſcarce, wi” hale out drinks, 
C.aaſt aff our duds, 
We drank ad Foun and fill'd again, 1 
O wow ! but we were blyth and fain; 
Whan ony had have count miſtane, 
455 O! it was nice, 
To hear us a cry, pick your bane, 
. And ſpell your dice. 
Fou cloſs we us'd to drink and rant, 
Until we baith did glowr and gant, 
And piſh, and ſpew, and yeſk, and maunt, 
Right ſwaſh 1 trow, 
Then off auld dente we did chant, | 
Wuhan we were fu*, 
Whan we were wearied at the gouff, 5 
Then Maggy Johnſton's was our houff, 
Now a” our e may fit douff, 
Wi' hearts like lead, 
Death wi his rung reach'd her a youff, 
And ſae ſhe's dead. 
Maun we be fore'd thy ſkill to tine, : 
For which we will right ſair repine? 
Or haſt thou left to bairns of thine 
3 The pauky nack, 
of wing ale awaifi like wine, wy 
hat gar'd us crack ? 
Bah brawly did the peaſe-ſcon toſt, 
Biz i' the quaff, and flee the froſt, 
There wi' gat fu' wi” little coſt, 
| And ekle ſpeed ; : 
Now wae worth Jenth; our ſports a' loſt, 
| 3 Since Wag 5 dead, 


7 


4 oy 8 
Ae ſummer night I was ſae fu, e 
Amang the riggs 1 gaed tO ſpew, 41 5 Ai 
Syne down on a green bank I tro, 5 

| I took a 7 75 N | 
And Jought a night Balillitu, nn n 

And whew the dawn begoneto glow, :“„dü 
1 hirfled up my dizzy pow, . | 
75 Frae ny the corn like worry- i 1 1 900 


Wi banes fu' fair, "LIM | 


And kad nae mair thaw if a ew, 1 rar 
How I came there: rs £57 
Some ſaid it was the pith of broom, 
That ſhe ſtow'd in her maſking loom, 
Which in our heads rais'd fic a foomy. 7 1 
Or ſome wild ſeed, = 

| Which aft the chappin ſtoup did toom. 
But fill'd our bead. l © 


But now ſince *tis 1 that we muſt ; 1d ul. VF: 

Not in the beſt ale put our truſt. | | ON 

But when we're auld, return to duſt, | EOS? 
Without remead ; 5 

Why ſhould we ke it in diſguſt, „ 
That Money” S dead. TT 


Of warldly comforts the wasirife; ci ht 4H 
And liv'd a lang and hearty life, 
Right free of _ or tort, ur fre, fy ꝶ¶＋ũ«! 
Till ſhe was ſale; „„ | 
And kend 1 to he's a | kanniy wife  ;::: - 62 1247S 
At brewing ale. E 8:36 1 241i 
Then firevwind Maggy douſe and fell, . 121 M 
Of brewers a' thou bore the bell; | ER | 
Let a“ thy genes er, Moe IH ogra 3 
And, without feed, | 


| Gueſs whether "uu re in heaven or hell. 
1 re __ dere dead. 5 Þ 
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Man, Anne 1714. 


1 Warn you a' to greet and drone, 
John Couper's dead, ohon ! ohon ! 
To fill his poſt alake there's none, | 
That with fic {| peed, | 
Could ſa” r ſculdudry out like Slim,” 
But now he's dead. 
He was s right knacky in his way, | 
And ey dent baith by night and day, 
| He wi the lads his part could play, N 
When right ſair fleed ; 
He gart them good bill filler pay, 
But now he's dead. 
Of whore hunting he got his fill, 
And made by't mony a pint and tl; - 
Of his bra” poſt he thought nae ill, 
Nor did na need, 
Now they way n a kirk and mill 
O't, ſince he's dend. 
| Although he was nae man of weir, 
Yet mony,ane, wi' quaking fear, 
Durſt ſcarce before his face appear, _ 
But hide their head; 
e wily carle he gather'd gear, 
TT And vet he's dead. 
Ay now to PORE part far awa”, 
Alas! he's gane and left it a', 
May be to ſome ſad whilly wa 
O' fremit ada: 
"Tis a an il wind that does na blaw - 
| Somebody good. 
Fy upon death! he was to blame, 
| To whirl aff John to his lang hame ; 
But tho” bis arſe be cald, yet fame, 
. Wi' rout of trumpet, 
Shall tell bow conpers awfu' name, 
Cou'd flee a ſtrumpet. 
He bend the ba wds and lowns fu' well, 
And whore _ us'd to rant and reel, 
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Ex zor on JOHN COUPER, Krk luer, 


. 57 ) 
He pawkily on them could ſteel, 


And ſpoil their pr 


Aft did they wiſh the meikle de'il 
| Might tak him for't. 
But ne'er a ane of them he ſpar'd, | 
Even tho” there was a drunken laird, 
To draw his iword, and make a faird. 
| In their defence; 
John quietly pat chem i in the guard, 
Too learn mair ſenſe. 
There maun they lye till ſober gs ; 
The lad neiſt day his faut maun -n; 
And to bg ff things huſh and own, . 
_ He minds the Pour; ; 
Syne after a' his ready” s flown, 


He damns the whore. 


And ſhe, poor jade, withoutten din, 
Is ſent to Leith wynd- fit to ſpin, 
With heavy heart and cleathing thin, 
And hungry wame, 
And ilka month a well paid ſkin, 
To make her tame. 
But now they may ſcour up and down, 
And ſafely gang their wa'ks a-roun, 
l the clap through a' the town, 
But fear or dread, 
For that great kow to bawd and lown, 
lohn Couper's dead. 
Shame fa” your chandler chafts, O death ! 
For ſtapping of John Couper's breath; 
_ Lhe loſs of him is public ſkaith; 
I dare well ſay, 


To quat the e grip he was right laith 
This mony a day. 


BB OS 1 8 CRIP T. 
Of umquhile John. to lie or ban, 
Shews but ill: will, and looks right ſhan ; 


But ſome tell odd tales of the man, 
For fiſty head 


can gi 'E their aith they've ſeen him gawn | 


N Since * was dead. 
> . 
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8 1 ( 58 5 
Keek but up trough the ſtinking ſtile, 
On Sunday morning. a wee while, | 
At the kirk door, out frae an ifle, 


It will appear; 
But take good tent Im dinna file 
| Your breiks for fear,” | 
For well we wat it was his ghaiſt: 


Wow, wad ſome fowk, that can do- t dea, 
1 vill t, and hear what it confeſt; 
TDis a good deed, 
To ſend A wand'r riog ſaul to reſt | 
1 RH the dead. 


The LITE and Aers of, or an re on 5 | 


PAFIE BIRNIE. 


N ſoonet flee, the man I ſing, 
His rare engine in rhyme thall ring ;. 
Who flaid the ſtiek out o'er the ſtring, 
1 8 With fic an art; 
Wha ſang ſae ſweetly to the ſpringg. 
And rais'd the heart. 
 Kidghorn may rue the ruefu' day, 
That lighted Patie to his clay, 
Wha gart the hearty billies ſtay, 


And ſpend their caſh, | 


'To ſee his ſnout, to hear him play, 
And gab ſac gaſh. 
When ſtrangers landed, wow ſae thrang, 
Fuffing and peghing he wad gang, 
And crave their pardon that ſae lang 
| He'd been a coming; 
Spe his bread- winner out he'd bang, 
And fa' to bumming. 
- Your honour's father dead and 3 
For him he firſt wad make his mane, 
But ſoon his face cou'd make you fain, 
When he did ſough, 
O wiltu, wiltu do't again! 
And grain'd and levgh, 
This ſang he made frae his ain head, 
And eke the _ man's mare the” 's dead, 
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5 5 59 1 
The peats and turfs and len : 
| O fy upon her oo 
A bonny auld ching this indeed, | 
An't like your honour, 
After ilk tune he took a ſoup, - 
And bann'd wi' vir the corky coup, 
That to the Fa country ſcoup. 
To lear ha' ha's.! 
Frae chiels that Gog, hap, ſtap and loup, 
| Wanting the b—s. 
That beardleſs capons are na men, 
We by their fozie ſprings might e 1 
But ours, he ſaid, cou d vigour len 
To men o' weir, 
And gar them ſtout to battle ſtenꝰ 
Withoutten fear. 
How firſt be practis d, ye ſhall hear; 
The harn-pan of an umquhile mare 
He ſirung, and ſtrack ſounds ſaft and clear 
Out o' the pow, _ 
Which fir'd the ſaul, and gar'd the ear, 
With 22mg? 3 
1 8 Sae ſome auld- - gabbed poets tell, 
ove's nimble ſon and lackey ſnell, 
ade the firſt fiddle of a * ſhel ; 
On which Apollo, 
5 With meikle pleaſure play'd himſe ,, 
ON -.. Baith jig and ſolo, - 
| O Johnny Stocks! ! What comes of thee ? 
I'm ſure thouPt break thy heart and die, 
Thy Birnie gane, thouPr never be 
Nor blyth, nor able 
55 To ſhake thy art houghs merrily, 
: U pon a table. 
How pleaſant was't to ſee thee diddle, | 
And dance ſae finely to his fiddle, 
With nole er the laſs's middle; 
And briſkly brag, 
With cutty ſteps to ding their firiddle, _ 
And gar them fag ? 
* 2 20 4 1 ſentem, 
[hos nervis. | 
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He catch'd a "PG webſter lown, 


At runkling of his deary s gown, 

And wi' a rung came o'er his crown, 
For being there; 

But Starker“ s thrumbs got Patie down, 
And knoos'd him fair. 


. Wae worth the dog, he maiſt ha' fell'd him, 


Revengfu' Pate aft green'd to geld him, 


He aw .d amends, and that he teli'd him, 


And bann'd to do't, 


He took the tid, and fairly ſell'd 3 


- For a recrui 


Pate was a le of canny ſenſe ; 


And wanted ne'er a right bein ſpence, 


But laid up dollars in defence 


'Gainſt eild and gout 3 


Well judging gear i in future tenſe, 
- Cou'd ſtand for wit. 


Yet prudent fowk may tak the pet; 
Annes thrawart porter wad na let 
Him i in, while latter meat was het : 


He gaw'd fu' ſair, 


Flang i in his fidddle o'er the vate. 
. Whilk ne'er did mare. 
But profit may ariſe frae loſs, 
Sae Pate gat comfort by his croſs; 
Soon as he wan within the cloſe, 
| He douſly drew 1n, 


: Mair gear frae ilka gentle goſs. 


Than bought a new ANG. 


' When lying bedfaſt ſick and fair, 


To pariſh prieſt he promis'd fair, 
He ne'er wad drink fo? ony mair; 
But hale and right, 


He prov'd the auld man to a hair, 


Strut ilka night. 
The haly dad with care effays, 
To wile him frae his wanton ways, 


And tell'd him of his promiſe twice: 
Pate anſwer' d clever, 


9 Wha tents what people raving ſays, 


When! in a fever * 


. (a 1_ - 
At Botbwell-brig be gaed t6 s.. 
But being wiſe as he was wight, tl. 
He thopght it ſhaw'd a ſaul but flight, | "IN _ 
| Diarftly to ſtand, ES, ol 
And let gun powder wrang his fight, | : : F 
Or fiddle hand. CE = 
Right paukily he left the plain, 
Nor o'er his ſhoulder look'd again, 7 


N But ſcour d 0 'er moſs and muir amain, 
| Io Reeky ſtraight, 
And tauld how mony Whigs were ſlain, : 
| Before they So 1 

Sae I've be Patie's end; - | 
But leſt your grief o'er far extend, 
Came dight your cheeks, your brows unbend, 

And lift your head: 
For or to a Britain be it kend, 

He is not dead. "= + 


„ on as Cave at GiLnzzTON. 


PON the earth thrives villainy and woe, 
But happineſs and I do dwell below; 
My hands hewed out this rock into a cell. 
| Wherein from din of life I ſafely dwell ; 
On Jacob's pillow nightly lies my head; 
My houſe when living, and my grave when dead: 
Inſcribe upon it when I'm dead and gone, e 
I liv'd and dy'd within my mother's womb, . 


On JOHN PETTIGREW Miniſter at Gryan, 


- 


ERE lies a rev'rend Givaz prieſt, _ _ 1 


Wbo ſure againſt his will's ee 2 d 
His ſoul's to Abram's boſom fled, 
As by his rev'rend elders ſaid. 38 
Others who knew his youthful joys, : 
Say, Sarah's rather was his choice, 
But be it as it will, his ſcabbard's humbl'd, ; 
Death tripp'd up his heels, and down he crumbled, 
Lady SHAW's ETAPR. | 
ER E lies interr'd beſide a witch, Pa: 
Th' oppreſſor beth of poor ks; 4 


| 3+, a 


—_—: - 8 me fends, and how ſhe. . en 
== De'il ane ns, and as 1 29 ä "I 


:þ 1 John Bell ſmith; lies under this ws, 1 
Four of my ſons laid it on my wame; . ES | 


I was man of my meat, and maſter of my wife, 

And liv'd in my houſe without meikle ſtrife. 27 

If thou be'ſt a better man in thy time than I mas in mine, : 
Take this ſtane aff my wame and lay t on top of thine. 


. 
on THOMAS RYMOUR Maltman i in Couran, ö 


Hrough Chriſt, I am not inferior 15 
To William the conqueror. Rom. viii. 37. ; 


"6. Pas: „ 


5 fled ge and hammer's both eclin'd; 
My lion too have loſt their wind ; 
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E My fire's extinct, my forge decay d, : 
1 And in the duſt my viſe is laid; „„ co 
_:  - My coal is ſpent, my iron's gone, 1&1 1 

1 My nails are droye, my work 1 is done. Sh 

4 On GEORGE BUTTON Taylor, 17 

| Eader, bid every taylor leave his houſe,  _ 

'Þ ' Knights of the antient order of the louſe; 
Hither reſort to ſee that death's turn'd daf, 
2 For he's commenc'd a brother of the craft. 5 


Never ſuch wonder ſeen betwixt the poles, 

All the graves here are turn'd to button FR Ye; 
Aud fill'd with buttons, Oh! tis ſtrange indeed, 

| * without hands, 4 needle, or a thread. 


On Mr WILLIAM MORE. 


E. R E lies More, and nd more than he, 
More and no more, how can that be? 


on GEORGE TAICHN ET. 
Eneath this turff lies Geordie Faickney, 3 
A eee and * devil's MITE EO £m. 
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Who. liv'd 


And dy'd a right 42 dancigg death; | . 
And burnt the fleſk f James e, 
To do the very ſame to him BY n 


Dent d old e to give . caſt, 3 


= — 


a at 23 rat; nf - 
Prentice boys and ſenſeleſs lairds, -  - Ln. 64 225 
Blyth was he when he drew his ih X mY 
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r YE <3 L — 05 21 
Becauſe one day ot his Ara oght in, EEE 11 5 


Now Satan's got him by the limb, 5 * 


Glad was old Nick, when he got 1. | 
Haul'd to his pit that wants the bottom 5 Eo 
W hiſper'd-to him in his ear. 
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i ain Geordie, e ary. . 
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E R E lies a Party who ifo not TP: 
Took wiſe St Paul's advice, and 21l-rbings e * 


or ſtopt ſhe here, but W rough the rel 
_ FA Nun ſtuck the lIongeſtto t 


on JANET BE ATTE Antes en. 


E T earth take earth, the devil his ſins again, 555 
The world i its goods, the ſoul may a n ene - 


* 


1 On WE ST' the Boatwan. EEE 
FERE lies boatman Weſt, TF 


| Who was none of the beſt ; ke „ 
Io bis youre whe %.. 
ne when old was a child 7 , 2 0M 

dead at the laſt, Ft THO 5 


* . 5 
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On a Dwazr at Kievru. . 


Encath ene dere ties a ina 
Whoſe body was not füll hree 


A boon companion day and night, (#2 a ed 
| Sir Than Halderſon of e kaight. | 2 
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E R E kes entomb'd E ee man's s great woe, e 
A nimble legen, and a a quick Longines — 725 . 
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5 . on earth 1 to r is flu. F,. 5 
* * . a old⸗ her who could not 1-4 her ns 
Fr 2 | _ 3 © On one anknows, 1 


ER E. lies interr'd 0 good old aunty, 
Whom death has catch d in kis port- — 2 
i X She dy'd the age of five and fifty; 

1 Shame fa' the hands that firſt ſhall lift rue, 


| On JOHN SMITH. „ > 

| H E RE lies John Smith. | FD ——— 
Whom death flew for all his pit ith ; TAE . 

The ſtarkeſt man in Aberlady: 155 | 1 

z0d prepare and make us ready. = 5 


2 85 On JOHN SIMPSON in St. 1 


E of Drumcarro tenant was. 1 

And from this life to death did paſs; 

* credit, peace and honefty, 
An emblem of his 


p the Spade, 5hovel, Y obs nd Coffin, with- 
in a Shield, is written. 


Here lies a ploughman good enough, 
Who gain'd his living by the plough. 


On an Old W 


| HERE lies an old woman wrapt in her linen, 
Mother to James and Thomas Binnin; 5 

Who for,want of a coffin was buried in a girnel ; - 

The earth got the ſhell, and the devil got the kernel, 


The Character of a Pxis ox, 


Priſon is a houſe of care, 

45. A place where none can 9 
A touchſtone for, to try a l 

A grave to one alive: 

some times a place of right, 


Some times a place of wrong, | 
Some times a place for whores and chieves, 
8 honeſt men among. Ra” 
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